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BOOKS lately Printed for Bernard Lintott- 


Nalectiones Poetics in Schola Naturalis Thiloſopbiaæ- 1. 
O xon. Habita Authore Fo epho Trapp, A. M. Pret. 
"I Hiſtorical Account of the Heathen Gods and 
Heroes; neceſſary for the Underftanding of the An- 
cient Poets. Being an Improvement of whatever has 
been hitherto written by the Greek, Latin, French and 
Engliſh Authors, upon that Subject, by. Dr. Ring. 
Fitted for the Uſe of Weſtminſter, and all other Schools. 
price 4... „ 
Decerpta ex Ovidii Faſtis cum Notis. Per Thomam 
Fohnſon, uſu Schola Brentfordienſis & quarumvis alig- © 
rum. Pret. 15. TERS WWA 
A Collection of Poems in two Volumes. Being all 
the Miſcellanies of Mr. William Sha beſpear which were 
publiſh'd by himſelf, in the Year 1609. And now 
correctly printed from thoſe Editions. Price 38. 
The Second Edition of the Works of Mr. George 
Farquhar, 8 all his Letters, Poems, and ſeven 
Comedies, illuſtrated with Cuts. Price 66. 
The Lady Chudleigh's Poems, the ſecond Edition. 
Priee 8 TTA 
Call pædia; or, The Art of getting pretty Children. 
A Poem. In four Books. Tranſlated from the Origi- 
nal by ſeveral Hands. Adorn'd with Pictures. Price 


* 


1. t. 5 | 8 
The Art of Love, in Imitation of Ovid de Arte A. 
mandi, by Dr. King. Price 3s. 6d. ns 


Uſeful Tranſactions in Philoſophy, by Dr. King, viz. 
I. An Eſſay on the Invention of Samplers, by a School- 
Miſtreſs at Hackney. II. Natural Objeryations made 
in the School of Llandwwfiorhwy. III. Tailors and 
Millars proy'd to be no Thieves, in a Letter from 
Dr. Williams to Dr. Harborough. IV. Meurſins's Trea- 
tile of the Grecian Games; alſo, the Plays of the Gre- 
Lan Boys and Girls. V. A Method to teach learned 
Men how to write unintelligibly. VI. Some import 


Fa, of — a may lay a Chi an 
VII. New Additions to Mr. — 2 van 
s Microſcopical Obſervations upon the 
the ſeveral articles . for 


Ty of Cuckeo's, - ith Remarks —.— 
Birds Neſts. IX. Obſervations Microſcopical on the 
Tripal Veſſels, by a Field Lane Matron. X. An Hi- 


ſtorical and Chronolagical Account of conſecrated 
Qouts. XI. A Voyage to the Iſland of Cajamai 


in America, by Faſper-ſtans-van-Slonenbergh. 


| W by Ds. Jang. Price 6 5. 


8 * the Proſe, and ſedily 0 be Pabliſbd, 
A new Miſcellany of Poems, moſt of which were 


not before printed, wiz. Four Songs written in 1683, 
in order to be Sung as Chorus's between the Acts of 


a Play of wc, 4--o that was alter d. Several Poems 
written by Mr. Pope, as alſo ſome Originals by Mr. But- 


Aer, Mr. Smith of Chriſt Church NES and other 
Oder Men. 


"Thoſe Who have excellent ies by FER may 
command a Place in this Miſcellany, if ſent — 
the _ ot November to the Undertaker Ae 


rde Tiad of Homer; made lib From ede Bert 


: Verkon. of Madam - Dacier. Revis d and Compar d 
wich the Grert b DD late of Eaton, and Fel- 


ie of Ning, College, Cambridge, now Maſter of the 
Grammar School at d, by whom will be made 
ame Additional R Wich 26 Copper-Flates, 
apa fem thot primed at Faris. 
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My Loxp, | | . 
Ur of Gratitude to - 5 
che Memorable and IE + 
luſtrious Patron of my 
Infancy, Vour Grace's 
= Grandfather, I pre- 
ſume to lay this Comedy at Your | 
Feet: The Deſign of it is to ba- 
niſh out of Converſation all Enter- 
tainment which'does not proceed 
from Simplicity of Mind, Good- 
nature, Friendſhip, and Honour: = 
Such a Purpoſe will not, I hope, .4- 
be n to ſo great a Lo- 
. . * „ YEE" 


a! 7090 HE 
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E Al ory, 


ver of Mankind as Your Grace; and 


if Your Patronage can recommend 
it to all whe love and honour the 
Duke of OR MON b, its Reception 
will be as extenſive as the Vorld 
it ſelf. 


Nos the irreſiſtable Force of 
this Humanity in Your Temper 


that has carry d You through the 
various Succeſſes of War, with the 


peculiar and undiſputed Diſtincti- 
on, That You have drawn Your 
Sword without other Motive, than 


* 


aſſionate Regard for the 


a 


You entred into its Service, You 


nours, but conld not be contented: 
wich the IHluſtrious Rank Yaur 

| — gave You, without repeating- 

the glorious Actions by which it 

was acquir'd. 

But there cannot be leſs exped- 


f at from the Son of an Oss OoRx, 
than to contemn Life to adorn it, 


| and with ** Affability, 
. Scorn 


Your Country; ſince before 
were poſſeſs'd of its higheſt Ho- 
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— 
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and Paſſion for 


Scorn of Gain, 


Glory, to be the Hlonour and Ex, 
ample to che Proſeiſion of Arms: 


All which engaging Qualities Vour 
Noble Family has exerted with fo 
ſtedfaſt a Loyalty, that in the moſt 


Popularity, which in Others had: 


been invidious, was a Security to 
the Crown, when lodgid in the 


Houſe of Or Mo ND. 


Thus Your Grace enterꝰd into 


the Buſineſs of the World with ſo 


great an Expectation, that it ſeem'd 
impoſſible there could be any thing 
left, which might ſtill conduce to the 
Honour of Your Name. But the 
moſt m x 
Country has gain'd this Century, 
was obtain d under Your Command; 
and Providence thought fit to give 
the Wealth of the Indies into 
His Hands, who only could de- 
ſpiſe it; while with a ſuperior Ge- 
nerohty, He knows no Reward 
but in Opportunities of a 
| he 


emorable Advantage Your -— 


— 


Epiſile Dedicator. 
The great Perſonage whom Youſuc- 

- ceed in Your Honours, made me 
feel, before I was ſenſible of the 
Benefit, that this glorious Bent of 
1 Mind is Hereditary to You; I 
bope, therefore, You will pardon 
mee that I take the Liberty of ex- 

preſſing my Veneration for his Re- 
mains, by aſſuring -Your Grace 
what L am; 103-3 


Mx Lorp, - 
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Moſt Obedient, 
and Moſt Devoted, 


. . 


Humble Servant, _ 


888 


Richard Steele. 
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HO it ought to be the Cure of all Ge- 
_  vernments, that publick Repreſentationt 
ould have nothing in em but whatis 


agreeable to the Manners, Laws, Religion and 


Palicy of the Place or Nation in which they are 
exbibiet yet is it the general Complaint of the 
more Learned and Virtuous among Vs, that 
the Engliſh Stage has extreamly offended in this 


Lind: I thought therefore it would be an honeſt 


Ambition to attempt a Comedy, which might be 
no improper Entertatument in a Chriſtian Com- 
904-wealth.. He r 58 2 ws IS 50 
In order to this, the Spark of this Play is in- 
troduc'd with as much Agility and Life, as he 
brought with him from France; and as muc 


Humour as I could beſtow upon him in England. 


But he uſes the Advantages of a learned Edu- 
cation, a ready Fancy, aud a liberal Fortune, 
without the Circumſpection and good Senſe which 
ſhould always attend the Pleaſures of a Gentle- 
man; that is to ſay, a reaſonable Creature. 
Typus he makes falſe Love, gets drunk, and kills 
his Man; but in the fifth Act awakes from his 
Debauch, with the Compuuction and Remorſe 
which is ſuitable to a 5 himſelf in a 
riend, without his 


The 


knowing why. 


* 


The PREFAC E. 

_ The Anguiſh he there expreſſes, and the mu- 

tual Sorrow between” an ouly Child and a ten- 

der Father in that Diſtreſs, are, perhaps, an 
Injury to the Rules of Comedy; but I am ſure 
they are « Fuſtice to thoſe of Morality: And 
Paſſages of ſuch a Nature being ſo frequently 
planded on the Stage, it is high time that we 
ould no longer draw Occafiuns of Mrth from 
thoſe Images which the Religion of our Caun- 
try tells us we ought to tremble at with Hor- 

 - WIS nt UOBoTes TM Os TON Os MWg 

Bat Her Mat Excellent Majeſty has talen 
_ the Stage into Her Conſideration; and we may 
hope, by Her gracious Influence on the Muſes, 
Mit will recover from its Apoſtacy; and that 


by being -encourag'd in the Intereſts of Virtus, 
ill ſtrip Vice of the gay Habit in which is 
has too long appear d, aud cloatb it in its na- 
tive Dreſs of Shame, Contempt, and. D:ſhonanr, 
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| PROLOGUE. 


: A* L the commnnding Pow'rs that awe Mankind 
e in a trembling Poets Audience ſoin d, 
M here ſuch bright Gallaxies of Beauty fit, 
And at their Feet aſſembled Men of Wit : 
Our Author therefore owns his deep Deſpair 
To entertain the Learned or the Fair : 
Yet hopes that both will ſo much be his Friends, 
To pardon what he does, for what h intends; 
He aims to make the coming Action move 
On the dread Laws of Friendſhip, and of Love: 
ure then he'll find but very few ſevere, , 
Since there's of both ſo many Objects here. 
He offers no grofs Vices to your Sight, 
Thoſe tas much Horror raiſe for juſt Delight, | 
And to detain th attentive knowing Ear, 
Pleaſure muſt ftill have ſomething that's ſevere. 
If then you find our Author treads the Stage 


With Juſt Regard to a reforming Age; | 
He * he humbly hopes, you'll think there's due 
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MEN: . 


LD Beblewir Captain Griffin. 
Young Book wit. Mr. Wilks. -. - > , 


| Lowemore. 5 Mr. Mills. 


Frederick. FPS 2 Mr. Toms. 
Latine. e .. 


Storm. F Pinkethman. 


Charcoal. Te Mir. Bullock. 


WOMEN. 


Penelope. So . Mrs. Rogers. 
Victoria. 8 Mrs. Oldfeild. 


Betty. . | + vx Mrs. Cox. 
DIE. $i lh Du} et ee 


Conſtables Watch, T 1 Cookmaid, and | ſeveral. : 
Gaol-virds. b | 


SCENE LONDON. 
THE 


LYING LOVER: 
e 
Ladies Friendſhip. 


ACTI SCENE E 


SCEN E, &. James's Park. 
Enter Young Book wit and Latine. | 


EE AXTINE | 

UT have you utterly left Oxford? 

T. Book. For ever, Sir, for ever; 
my Father has given me leave to 
P come to Town, and ] don't queſti- 
on but will let ny Rowan be | 
my own. Choice — But Jack, 
you know we were talking in 
Maudlin Walks laſt Week of the Neceſlity, in In- 
trigues, of a faithful, yet a prating Servant We 
| os -” B agreed 
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. tune, that's al 


2 d therefore to caſt Lots who ſhould be the o- 

s Footman for the Expedition For- 
blind, gave me the Superionity. 

Tas. She ſhall be calld no more ſo that one 


The Lying Lover: Or, 


: © ons: And Tam, Sir, in a literal Senſe, your. very 


: 


\ 


49 T look as if I could "kill a 


. Book. Begin then the Duty of an wſcfilt Valet, 
and Hatter me egre iouſly — Has the Fellow fitted 
me? How is my Manner? My Mein? Do I more 
freely? Have I Kee: off the * of a Gown? 
Or does not the Tail. on't-ſcem ſtill tuck'd under m 
Arm? Where my Hat is with a pert Jitk — . 


and little Hitch in my Gate like a Scholaſtick Beau? 


— This Wi 125 I-tear, looks like a Cap. 

Lat. No, faith, it looks like a Cap and Gown too; 
tho at the ſame time FO look as . you ne'er had 
worn either —— 

T. Book. But my Werd * it han 3 
——Do I look bold, negligent, and erect? that is, 

lan without being out 
of Aumeur? I horridly miſtruſt my ſelf —- Am 1 
military enough in my Air? I fancy People ſee I un- 


derſtand Greek. Don't I pore a little in my Viſage?-— 


Han't La down bookiſn Lour? a wiſe . Sadneſs? — 

I don't look gay enough and unthinking, I fancy. 
Lat. I proteſt you wrong your ſelf:. Tou look 

very „and very ignorant. 

I. Book, Oh ſie I am. afraid you flatter me. 
3 don't, indeed TIl be hang d if my Tu- 

know either of us ——But Maſter, 


. — ue do zou deſign to ꝓut the nable Arts and 
© | 9 AR Paſſions vere this daily talk to 
uus, good Man! 


tus —— The Conduct of our Lives, 


Y. Book, Good Man! "Why Til jboy. this Precepts, 


but abritige em —— For hg usd to. adviſe me, Il 
Dontract my OY" TE tell you, Fabi * 
Or 


E —ÄS̃7]ͤ)U—ÄU—U——«7˙1 N 


She muſt be ga 


The Ladies — | 3 
Fas! the Paſſions, I'll turn em all into that one deny 
Paſſion, Love; and when that's the only Torture of 
my Heart, I'll give that tortur'd Heart quite away, 
deny there's any. fuch a, a Pain, and turn Staick 


a ſhorter, way than e er thy Tutor taught thee 
This is the new Philoſophy, you Rogue you — 
Lat. But yau would not in earneſt be be thought 
wholly illiterate? 

1 Bock. No; for as when 1 wall, T'd have you | 
know by my Motion I can dance; ſo when 1 ſpeck 
d have you ſee 1 read yet would ordinarily nei 
ther cut Capers, nor talk N ——Buf you prate 
as if T came to Town to ge loyment; — 

No, hang Buſineſs —- hat Cee, let it live and 
proſper ang the Men PU ne er go near the o- 


lemn ugly things 2gain II keep Sen with 


none but I Ladies Oh 33 Lon- 


don] Oh Woman! Woman! I am come. where thou 


liveſt, where thou ſhineſt. 
Lat. Hey day! Ty were there no W omen in or- 


ford? 


T. Book. No, no; why do you think « ed der, 
a Woman? k 
Lat. Yes, and thought you knew it. ; 
T. Book. No, no, tis no ſuch thing As - . 


is not honeſt or brave is no Man; ſo ſhe that is not 


witty or fair is no Woman No, no, Fact to 
come up to that * Name, and object of Deſire 
d chaſt, ſhe muſt at qge attract, 


and baniſh yOu don't know how to Fxpreſs my 


| ſelf. —but a Woman methinks is a Being between 
us and. Angels She has ſomething i in her that at the 


me time gives Aye and Invitation; and I {wear to 


you, I was never out in't yet—=but I always judg'd 


of Men, as 1 oblerv d they Jud d of Women: There's 
a ſhews a Man ſo N as ihe . 
2 


| 5 | 4 
4 Te Tying Lover: Or, 


ffe&tions-——-But what do you ſtare at fo conſide· 
Lat. Faith, Sir, 1 am wondring at you-——how tis 
poſſible you could be ſo janty a 'Town-{park in a Mo- 
ment, and have ſo eaſie a Behaviour I look me- 
thinks to you, as if I were really your Footman— 
: T. Book, Why, if you're ſerious in what you ſay--— 
I owe it wholl to the Indulgence of an excellent 
Father, in whoſe Com any I was always free, and 
unconſtrain'd-----But what's this to Ladies, Fack, to 
Ladies -I was going to tell you I had ſtudy d em, 
and know how to make my Approaches to em by 
contemplating their Frame, their inmoſt Temper----- 
I don't ground my Hopes on the ſcandalous Tales and 
Opinions your wild Fellows have of 'em-—-Fellows 
that are but mere Bodies Machines which at 
beſt can but move gracefully No, I draw my Pre- 
tences from Philoſophy, from Nature — 2 
Lat. You'll give us by and by a Lecture over your 
SES: 590 . to Of ooh 
T. Book. That I can indeed, and have fo accurately 
obſerv'd on Woman, that I can knowy her Mind by 
her Eye, as well as her Doctor ſhall her Health by her 
Pulſe I can read Approbation through a Glance of 
Diſdain— Can ſee when the Soul 1s divided by a &f 
ſparkling Tear that twinkles and betrays the Heart; a 
Garkling Tear's the Dreſs and Livery of Love Of 
Love made up of Hope and Fear, of Joy and Grief-—-- 
Lat. But what have the Wars to do with all this? 
Why muſt you needs commence Soldier all of a ſud- 
Y. Book. Were't not a taking Complement with my 
College Face and Phraſe taccoſt a Lady—— Madam, 1 
bring your Ladyſhip, a learned Heart, one newly 
come from the Univerſity If you want Definiti- 
ons, Axioms, and Arguments, I am an able School-. 
., man——Tve read Ariſtotle twice over, compar'd his 
| | jag. 
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— — know where the Scotiſts and the No- 
minals differ: This certainly muſt needs enchant a 
5 MA This is too much on th' other ſide. * 
I. Book. The Name of Soldier bids you better wel. 
come: Tis Valour and Feats done in the Field, a 
Man ſhould be cry d up for——-nor is t ſo hard to at- 


Lat. The Fame of it, you mean > as 
T. Book. Yes; and that will ſerve—--"Tis but look 
ing big, bragging with an eaſie Grace, and confident- 
ly muſtering up an hundred hard Names they und@- 


ſtand not: Thunder out Villeroy, Catinat, and Bouf- 


fears, ſpeak: of ſtrange Towns and ' Caſtles, whoſe 
barbarous Names, the harſher they're to the Ear, the 
rares and more taking-—Still running over Lines, 


_ © Trenches, Outworks, Counterſcarps, and Forts, Ci- 
_ tadels, Mines, - Countermines, © Pickeering, Pioneers, 
* Centinels, Patroles, and others, without Senſe or 


Order, that matters not, the Women are amaz d, 
they admire to hear you rap em out fo readily; and 
many a one that went no farther for't,” retailing hand- 
ſomely ſome warlike Terms, paſſes for a brave Fel- 


lo ./] Don't ſtand gaping, but live and learn, my 
Lad can tell thee ten thouſand Arts, to make 


thee known' and valued in theſe Regions of Wit, and 
Gallantry, the Parks the Playhouſe 122 
Lat. Now you put me in mind where we are 


What have we to do here thus early now theres 


no Company: — 
T. Book. Oh! Sir, I have put on ſo: much of the 
Soldier with my Red- coat, that I came here t obſerve 
the Ground I am to engage upon Here muſt I act, 
1 know, ſome Lover's Part, and therefore came to 


view this pleaſant Walk -I privately rambled to 


* 


B 3 gar d 


— 


gaz'd at High Mall, till L forgot *twas „inter fo 
many pretty She's marehed by me Oh] to ſee the 

dear - trip; trip along, and breath ſo ſhort, nipt 
with the Seaſon I ſaw the very Air not 
Force leave their dear Lipo Oh! they were uitol- 
lerably handſome. 

Rath Yowll ſee, perhaps, ſuch to bob how 
to come at em — . 
T. Book. Ay, there's it, how to come at em 
Lat. Are you- ? | 

T. Bool. I thin L am no Niggard. | 16s | 
Lat. You muſt entertain them high, anc bribe 
about em. They talk of Ovid, and his Art of Lov- 
ing, be liberal and you out- do his Precepts The Art of 
Love, Sir, is the Art of Giving Be free to Women, 
they'll be free to you. Not ev'ry open-handed Fel. 
low hits it neither. Some give by Lapfuls, and yet 
ne ler oblige, The manner, you know, of 1 

is more than the thing it ſelf-+—-Sorhe 

Jewel, which. had been refus d, if bl offer d. 

W ee ee e Hoon, awe N 

ent. 

Tat. Right the Skill is tos be generous, and 
ſem not to know it of your ſelf, tis dene with. {6 
much eaſe; but a liberal Blockhead e his Mi- 
ſtteſs as he d give an Alm © 

T. Book. Leaving ucts Blockheads to their - deſory'd 
ill Fortune Full me if thou Eno cheſr La- 
dies? a 
Lan No; not I, Sir; they are dbore an Academick 
| Converſe many Degrees I've ſeen ten thouſand 
Verſes writ in the: Univerſity oh Wenches not fit to 
be either of their Handmaids I never ſpoke to fuch 
a fine thing as either in rae 2 eee e 
right aſleep o ſudden -I muſt fall back, and glad it 


n place to du for Vet E cam ger you Imelligonce 
ROE 'T: Book, 


La  Footman. 


rr -* WY FD) &T Jas 


4 TFT OOF. e 


| - . le Wo 7 
1. Bool. Do you think he'll: tell 1 
Lat. He would not to ta a2 


Brother Footman Do but liſten at the Entrance 
of the Mall at Noon, and you'll have all the Ladies 


Characters in Town among their Lacquies You 


know all Fame begins from our Domeſticks 
Y. Book. That was a wiſe Man's Obſervation 


Follow him, and know what you can. [Exit Latine. 


Enter Penelope, Victoria, simon awd Lettice. 
Pen. A Walk round would be too much for ug. 
well keep the Mall But to our Talk muſt 
confeſs. I have Terrors when I think of 
Lovemore ; He is indeed a Man of an honeſt Cha-. 
rater—--he has good Opinion, but Love does 
not always follow that He is fo wiſe a Fellow, al- 
ways ſo preciſely in the Right, ſo obſer and fo 
jealous-—-he's blameleſs indeed, but not to he com- 
mended: What good he has, bas no Grace int; he's 
one of thoſe who's never highly mov'd, except to 
Anger Give me a Man that e 
ther than offenſive Virtues. 

Vie. Offenſive Virtues; Madam? 

Pen. Ves -I don't know ho -there s à ſort 


of Virtue, or Prudence, or vvhat you'll call it, that. 


we can but juſt a hat does not win us — 
Lovemore wants that Fire that Converſation pirit 


1 would have They fax he's learned as well as diſ- 


creet, but Em no Judge: of that: Im ſure he's no 
Woman's Scholar; his Wiſdom he ſhould turn into 
Wit, and his Learning into Poetry or Humous, - 
ict, Well, Tm not f much of your Mind, I like 
2 ſober Paſſion. - 5 
Ten. A. ſober Paſſion? you took me up juſt now 


when : ow an rm ſe nn Le 


(uml — Fall. 
* Y. Book. 


— 


8 De Lying Lover: Or, . 
T. Book. ¶ Catching her.] How much am T indebted to 
an Accident; that favours me with an Occaſion of this 
{mall Service! for tis to me an | Happineſs beyond 
Expreſſion thus to kiſs your Han 
Pen. The Occaſion, methinks, is not ſo obliging, nor 
the Happineſs you mention worth that Name, Sir. 
TI. Book. "Tis true, Madam, I owe it all to Fortune, 
neither your Kindneſs nor my Induftry had any ſhare 
in't: Thus am I ſtill as wretched as I was, for this 
Happineſs I ſo much prize had doubtleſs been refus d 
my want of Merit. 7 | FE 
Pen. T has very ſoon, you ſee, loſt what you valued 
in it: But I find you and], Sir, have a different Senſe; 
for in my Opinion we enjoy with moſt Pleaſure, what 
we attain with leaſt Merit Merit is a Claim, and 
may pretend juſtly to Favour ; when without it what's 
conferr'd is more unexpected, and therefore more 
pleaſing. e xk 2 1 
21. Book, You talk very well, Madam, of an Hap- 
neſs you can't poſſibly be acquainted with, the enjoy- 
ing without Deſert. But indeed you have done mea 
very ſingular good Office, in letting me know my ſelf 
very much qualify'd for Felicity, 2 14 
Pia. I ſwear he's a very pretty Fellow, and how 
readily the thing talks. I begin to pity Lovemore, 
2 I begin to hate Penelope. How he looks! he looks 
at her! . | 1 ee 
T. Book. But judge, Madam what the condition of 
a paſſionate Man muſt be, that can approach the Hand 
only of her he dies for, when her Heart is inaeceſſi- 
Pen. Tis very well the Heart lies not fo eaſily to be 
ſeiz d as the Hand. find Pray, Sir. I don't 
know what there's in this very odd Fellow, I'm not 
angry, tho he's downright rude. But I muſt-—- 
T. Book. But your Heart, Madam, your Heart —— 
Per, Lou 


a ready Civility, when Id like to fall juſt now, for 
which I cou'd not but thank you, and permit you to 


ay what you pleas'd on that occaſion —— But your 


Heart, Madam! tis a ſure Sign, Sir, you know not 


me. Or if you are what indeed you ſeem a Gen- 
tleman—— ſure you forget your ſelf, or rather you 
hich you miſtake - 


talk by Memory, a Form or Cant 
for ſomething that's gallant. 92 t ng 

T. Book. Madam, I very humbly beg your Pardon, 
if I preſs d too far, and too abruptly ] forgot in- 


- 


deed that I broke through Decencies, and thattho'you _ 


have been long a F | lar to me, I am a Stranger to 


you 


out of the Field. 


Vi. You've trayell'd then, and ſeen the Wars, Sir? 
T. Book, T. -Madam -I All that I know of the 
matter is, that Levis the Fourteenth mortally hates me. 
They talk of French Gold. —— What Heaps have I 
refus d Vet to be generous een to an Enemy, I muſt - 
allow that Prince has Reaſon for his Rancour to me.--- - 
There has not been a. Skirmiſh, Siege, or Battel ſince 
I bore Arms, I made not one in: No, nor the leaſt. 
Advantage got o'the Enemy but I had my Share; tho 
perhaps not all my Share o'th' Glory. You've ſeen 


— > 
dl * : 
- P : 
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Pen. Vou ſeem d, Sir, I muſt confels, to have ſhewn 


Pen. Pray, familiar Stranger, what can you mean? 
I never law you before this inſtant, nor you me, I 
believe. 3 x 

T. Book. Perhaps not that you know of, Madam,— - 
For your Humility, it ſeems, makes you ſo little ſen- 
ſible of your own Perfection, that you o'erlook your | 
Conqueft ; nor have you e'cr obſery'd me, tho I ho- 
ver Day and Night about your Lodging, haunt you 
from Place to Place, at Balls, in the Park, at Church 
I gave you all the Serenades you've had, yet never till 
this Minute cou'd I find, and this Minute. an unfortu-- 
nate one — But this is always my Luck, when Im. 


* 


| my Nam the you dou now i ode it the Ge 
ie: 
1 Lnever Ne. L K i 


3 | Le. wis en ung n wo? er 
45 - I. Book, You've never heard, 1 ſuppoſe, of” Gick 
my +. MNatnes as Rarmonde, K. „ and Beige. Nor read 
11 of an Engliſh Gentleman left dead by his Precipitan- 
ey upon a at Vena. I was thought ſo in- 
deed;. when the firſt account came away. Every 
Marr has his Failmgs—— Rathneſs is my Fault. 
a. Don't you remember a certain Place call d O. 
ford among our Towns, Sir? 
„ Book, Shaw, away=—Oh !-— ob! I beg your 
Pardon: Ladies; this Fellow knows I was ſhot in 
teft Lum, and cannot bear the leaſt N yet e wil 
0 ar. ha a Lie, I think, in ev oint. [4 . 
w Fen. Do u bear any Commiſſi Kan Joi 
wy. T. Book. e n Hierkts Uf kunne, 4 Geher 
+ Officer, who _ * Tum, if thou would'ſt but 
ck to an cation, thou mightft be any 
thing Tis ortune, Madam, to have a Mind 
tyo extenſtve. . laſt Summer's der tym 
the renowned Prince Eugene, but was forc d to fl 
to Holland for a Duel with . rough Captain 
Fun, Pal Diack——They a mee aur be 
me gut tlroſe neg. Poor it will oblige me to 
ns it; and then I cart follow Honour where-cer 
ſhe's buſieſt, but muſt be confin'd to one 3 | 
When indeed *ris rather my way of ſerving with fuch 
of our Allies as moſt want me. 
Pen. But I Tee you Soldiers never erjoy ſuch a thing 
as Reſt—-You bi come home in Winter to turn your 
Valour on the Ladies, dis but juſt a change of your 


Warfare, 
T. Book, 


F 


8 


. 5 


ß Aa wi... 


* 


* 


I Pool. FR Rep return'd to- Holand, bur 
our Beauties at my Arrival here difarm d me; Madam, - 
| 0 me a Man of Peace, or rais'd a Civil War veith- 


in me rather. Tou took me Priſoner at firſt fi — 


and to your Charms I yielded up an Heart, till 
unconquer'd. Martial Delights (once beſt and — 

to me) vaniſh'd. before you in a Moment, and all my 

Thoughts grew bent to pleaſe and ſerve you. 

| Lett. Lovemore's in the Walk, Madam, hall be in A 

fit. 

KM Book. Rob me o'th' ſudden chus of all my Happi- 

neſs! Yet e er you quite forſake me, authorine my 
Paſſion, licence my innocent Flames; and * mleave 

to love fuch charming Sweetne(s. 

Pen. He that will love, and knows what tis Glove, 
will ask no Leave of any but himſelf. Eus. Lali. 

T. Book. Follow em, Facil. 

Lat. I know as much of em already as needs: The 
Footman was in his talking Vein — The kandfomer 
of the two, 18 he, I ſerve, and ſhe 1 ay. the 
Garden. 

Y. Book. What Gardon? | 

Lat. Covent-Garden: The other lyes there too. raid | 
not ſtay to ask her Name, but 1 ſhall moet n 5 
I took particular notice of the Livery. 

T. Book, Ne er trouble cky {elf to wir vhicts is 
which, my Heart and my good Genius wk, me 3 
that pretty ſhe I talł d to. 

Lat. It, with reſpect to your . Opinion, I 
might preſume to-be of a contrary one, Mode 


the other the handſomer now, 


Y. Book, What, the dumb t the picture No, 
Love is the Union of Minds, an he that engages mine 
muſt be very well able to expreſs her own. But I 
ſuppoſe ſome ſcolding Landlady has made yow thus 
rae ouch WR Silence. But here nn _ 

| S 


"nn De Fe Lover: Or, 
del my ol Comrades, thy mr at ſome 
thing 7 their Action-. 
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755 Aer Lovemore and Frederick. | 
Wa How ! a Collation on the Water, and Mufick | 


too? 
Tove. Yes, Muſick and a Collation. 


Fired. Laſt Night? 
Love. Laſt Night too. 
Fred. An handſome Treat? 


; Love. A very noble one. 


Fred. Who gave it? Fe, 
Tove. That Im yet to learn. 7 

T. Book. How am I to meet you here? 05 

3 When I embrace you thus 0 Ha — 

an equal mine. [alu 

WE: Book. I thruſt my ſelf intrudingly upon you; but 

ou'll pardon a Man o'erjoy'd to ſee you. | 
| 3 Ti. Where you're aways anne. never can 
intrude. - . 

T. Beok. What were you talking of? 

- Love. Of an Entertainment. 

T. Book. Given by ſome Lover? 

Tove. As we ſuppoſe. 

T. Book. That Circumſtance deſerves "7 Curioſity; 
pray go on, and let me ſhare the Stor | 
Tove. Some Ladies had the Fiddles Night. 
T. Book, Upon the Water too methought you ſaid? 
Tode. Yes, twas upon the Water. 5 

T. Book. Water often feeds the Flame. 

Love. Sometimes. | 
T. Book. And by Night too? 
Dove. Yes, laſt Night. ; | | 

T. Book. He choſe his me; well-—The Lady is | 


bandſome 4 
e In moſt Mens Eyes ſhe is. 


"OE 


EY. "2 


. 
ut 


* 
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se Ladies Hiend bi- 13 
1. Book. And the Muſick? Þ Cre HEE 


Love. Good; as we hear. Var N 


T. Book, Some Banquet follow'd ? 
Love. A ſumptuous one, they ſay. 


T. Book. And neither of you all this while know 


who: gave this Treat? ha, ha. 
Love. Dye laugh at it? | 
T. Book, How can I chuſe, to ſee you a thus admire 
a light Divertiſement I gave =y ſelf? | 
Love. Tau? 4 
Y. Book. Evn 1 —— 
Love. Why, have you got a Miſtreſs here areas pi 2 
T. Book. I ſhould E ſorry elſe: I've been in Towa 


this Month and more, though for ſome Reaſons I 


appear but little yet by Day. Pth' dark o'th* Evenin 
[ peep out, and mcognito make ſome Viſits. Thus þ 
I ipent my time but ill, were not 
Lat. Do you know what you ſay, Sir! ? boa t 


lay it on ſo thicx 


T. Book. Nay, you muſt be ſure to take care to be 
in the wa 4 05 as they land, to ſhew up Stairs 
beg Par * I was giving my Fellow ſome Directi- 
ons about receiving ſome Women of Quality that ſu 
with me to Night incog But Gepe = dearet 
Friends, and ſhall bear all 


* Book. 1 took five Barges, and the faireſt kept for 
my Company; the other four I filfd. with Muſick of 


all ſorts, an of all forts the beſt; in the firſt were 


Fiddles, in the next Theorbo, Entes, and Voices. 
Flutes and ſuch Paſtoral Inſtruments th third. 
Loud Muſick from the fourth did pierce the Ar. 

Each Confort vy d by turns, _ | 

Which With moſt Melody ſhou'd charm our Ears. 
The fifth, he largeſt of em all, was neatly hung. 

Not with dul Tapiſtry, but with green Boughs, 


Curiouſly | 


Bec, to Love. How luckily your Rival diſcovers. 
kimſelf,” 


— r — — — 
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14 De Lying Lover: Or, 
Ciuriouſly interlac'd to let in ir. 
And every Branch with Jeſſemins, and Orange: re- 

ſies deckt. 

In this the Feaſt was kept. | 
Hither with five other Ladies 1 led 8 A 
alone governs my Deſtiny, Supper was -fery'd up 
ſtraight; I will not ads you with our Bill of fare, 
vrhat Diſhes were beſt lik d, what Sauces moſt com- 
mended; tis enough I tell you this delicious Feaſt was 
of fix Courſes, twelve Diſhes to a Courſe. © 

Lat. That's indeed enough of all Conſcience. |. 4 | 

Love. Oh the Torture of Jealouſie! [4/ide.} | 
Sir, how feem'd the Lady to receive thus — 
ment? We muſt know that. 

Y. Book. Oh! that was the height out. — e. I 
| warrant you, was quite negligent of all this matter. 
You know their way. They muſt not ſeem to like 
No, I warrant it wou'd not fo much as ſmile to make 
the Fellow vain, and believe he had Power to move 
Delight in her ha, ha. 

Lowe. But _ then? I 
T. Noob. W muſt know n 

Poetick.—1 Ty yu an eins, and ur grew 
bound up a Coronet of Ivy, Laurel, and Flowers, with 
that round my Temples, and a Plate of richeſt Fruits 
in my Hand, on one Knee I preſented her with it as 
a Cornucopia, an Offering from her humble Swain of 
all his Harveſt-—to her the Ceres of our genial Feaſt, 
and rural Mirth —--She ſfmil'd,-----cthe Ladies dap'd 
their Hands, and all our Muſick ſtruck ſympathetick 
Rapture at my Happineſs; while gentle Winds, the 
River, Air, and Shore eccho'd the Harmony in Notes 
more ſoft than they re receiy'd it. Methought all Na- 
ture ſeem'd to die for Love like me. To all my Heart 
and every Pulſe beat time. Oh the Pleaſures of ſuc- 
ceſsful Love! ha, Lovemore! ha! What, haſt thou got 


4 e Incly.— Tou ne afraid 1 ſhou'd make 


ſome 


it, 


1 
x, 
ce 
ye 
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| forge Requeſt. Prithee ben't ſo thy, I have nothing 


to ask but of my Miſtreſs; what's the matter? 
Love. I only attend, Sir, I only attend — 
T. Boat. Then wg on. As ſoon as we had fupp'd 


the Fireworks pla L 
2 Fires made a 
new Day. A SY to fall from 


Heaven, and with —.— attack d the Waves, 
you wou'd have thought the fiery Element had left his 
Sphere, to ruin his moiſt Enemy. Their Conteſt done, 
we landed, danc'd till Day, wich haſty Sol diſturb'd 
us . — Had he ta en — fear d 
might in Thetis' Lap have as | 
* Alemena's Labour he's reported: But ſteering not — 
as we wou'd: have ning he put « Period 9 our 
enxy d. Mirth. _ | 
Love. Truſt me, you tell us Wonders, and with 2 
Orace as rare as: the Feaſt it ſelf, which all our Sum- 
mer's Mirth: can't equal. 
J. Book. My Miſtreſs took me ok ſudden-——1 had 
not a Day's Warning. | 
Love. The: Treat was. coltly tho”, and fincly or- 
der'd. | 
Y. Book, I was fancks to tale up with this Trifle. 
He that want's'Time'can't do as he wou d. | 
2 Farewel, we ſhall meet again at more leis 
ure 
T. Book. Number me among y our Creatures. 
Love. Oh Jealoulie! Thou Rack, Jealouſie! 
Fred. What Reaſon have you to feel it? the Cir- 
cumſtances of the Feaſt nothing agree — 
Tove. In Time and Place they do; the vole is no- 
thing. 7 5 | \ | Exe. Fred, and Love. 
— May J fpeak now, Sir, without Offence? 
T. Book. Tis in your Choice now to Cn 


but before We . 


* 


. £ 
Lat. Do you walk abroad and talk in your Sleep? 
or do you uſe to tell your Dreams for current Truth? 
Lat. Why, you beat out mine, with your Battels, 
your Fire- Works, your Muſick, and your Feaſts. Vou' ve 
found an excellent way to go to the Wars, and yet 
| . out of Danger Then you feaſt your Miſtreſſes 
at the cheapeſt rate that e er I knew: Why dye make 
em believe you ha been here theſe ſix Weeks ? - . 
T. Book. My Paſſion has the more Growth, and! 
the better Ground to make Love. . 
Lat. You'd make one believe fine things, that wou'd 
but hearken to you. But this Lady might ſoon have 
T. Book. Some Acquaintance I have got however; 
this is making Love, Scholar, and at the beſt rate 


* Lat. To ſpeak Truth, Pm hardly come to my ſelf 
yet, your great Supper lies on my Stomach ſtill, 1 
deſie Pontac to have prepar d a better o'th' ſudden. 
Your inchanted Caſtles, where Strangers found ſtrange 
Tables ſtrangely. furniſh'd with ſtrange. Cates, were 
but ſix-penny Ordinaries to the fifth: Barge; you were 
an excellent Man to write Romances, for having Feaſts 
and Battels at Command, your Owixot in a. Trice 
wou'd over- run the World, revelling and 3 
coſt you nothing; then you vary your Scene with ſo 
much eaſe, and ſhip from Court to Camp with ſuch 


I Book. I love thus to outvie a News-monger; and 


as ſoon as I perceive a Fellow thinks his Story will 
furprize——1 choke him with a ſtranger, and ftop 
is Mouth with an extempore Wonder: Didſt thou 
but know what Pleaſure tis to cram their own News 
Lat. Tis fine, but may prove dangerous Sport, and 
way involve us in a Peck of Troubles: Prithee, Jom, 
TTF | conſider 


Therefore tis but juſt, that 


— 
— 
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| conſider that I am of Quality to be kick'd or can'd 


T. Book. Huſh, huſh, call it not Lying; as for my 
waging War, it is but juſt I ſnatch and ſteal from For- 
tune that Fame which ſhe denies me Opportunity to 
deſerve My Father has cramp'd me in a College, 
while all the World has been in Action. Then as to 


my lying to my Miſtreſs, tis but what all the Lovers 


upon Earth do.-—Call it not then by that courſe Name 
a Lie. *Tis Wit, tis Fable, Allegory, Fiction, Hy- 
perbole, or be it what you call it The World's made 
up almoſt of nothing elſe. What are all the grave 
Faces you meet in publicx? Mere ſilent Lies, dark 
ſolemn Fronts, by which they wou'd diſguiſe vain 
empty filly Noddles.-—- But after all, to be ſerious, 
ſince I am reſolv d honeſtly to love, I don't care how 
artfully I obtain the Woman I pitch upon.-—Beſides, 
did you ever know any of them acknowledge they 
bord as ſoon as they — they'll let a Man 
dwell upon his Knees-—-whom they languiſh to re- 
ceive into their Arms. They're no fair Enemy 


— 


We uf all ets the Fair to undermine, | 
And learn with Gallantry to hide Deſigns [Exeunt. 
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Ac ru SCENE L 
Be Old Bookwit, Penelope, awd Lettice. 


o. Book, Pf trek rec. ; Lhave your Father's Leave 


to wait upon you, Madam, and talk. to 


you this Morning; nay, to talk — 
Pen. To talk to me of Ta 
O. Book. Yes, Madam, in Ele of my Son Tom 


gg Nay, there may: eee ut 
0. Book, 1 ſent for him from with that De. 
fgn, he came to Town but Yeſterday; and if a Fa- 
ther can judge. he brings from a College the Mein 
and Air of a Court — I love my Son entirely, and 
hope, Madam, 4 nenen 
be no want of R to you. 

- Pars. Twere want of Senſe, Sir, 90 de that.” © 
0. Book. If I can remember my Stile to my Miftrel 
of old, T1] eaſe Tom's way, and raiſe her Expectation 


of my Son. 4 Madam, had I my Hat, my Feather, 


and Jerkin on, as when 1 wood your 
humble Servant's Mother, I wou'd deliver you his Er- 
rand. I married her juſt ſuch a young thing as you; 


her Complexion was n but not indeed _ 
all your Sweetneſs. 


Pen. Oh! Sir! 

O. Book, Her Neck and Boom were the ſofteſt 
Pillows, her Shape was not of that nice ſort; ſome 
young Women {ſuffer in Shapes of their Mother's ma- 
king, by ſpare Diet, ſtraight Lacing, and conſtant 


_  Chiding. But twas the Work of Nature, free, un- 
cConſtrain'd, 2 and -But her Charms had not all 


chat Emanation 


ich yours have. 


Pen. 


Loa 5 gs —— — 
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Pen. Oh fie! fie! | 

0. Book. Not tholt thoufamd choufind Graces, that 
ſoft Army of Loves and Zephirs, Millions of airy Be- 
ings that attend around you, and appear only to the 
. 5 t of Lovers 

he! Tray, good. Sir, you ll leave nothing 

for pe pt to 

O. Book. I did not think L Rad ſuck Memory. I find 
the Women are now certxinl 8 the Women 
before em. Flat "Kill de it. [ Aſrde. Tom is 

my only Son, e ne ve him ſet- 
tled. ——I own I think him of much Merit. 

Pen. He wou'd derogate from his Birth were he not 
much a Gentleman. But to receive x Man in the Cha- 
racter of a Pretender at firſt fight —— — | 

0. Book. PII walk him — and 2 before your Win- 
dow, where your 2 judge T think 
there's nothi — — . ſelf; but 
when one of ſo many excellent Qualities beſtows her 


ſelf it muſt be Condeſcenfion.---You hall not anſwer— 


Faxewel, Daughter: We are but toe apt te belieye 


what we wiſh - | [En O. Book. 
Pen. 8 you ſaid, Laus, Old Noot carne to 
Son. 


Let. F overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt 
Night. But, Madam, you han't heard the Song 
dar was made om y0u.— Ol ris mighty pretty. The 
ee is dying for you, he lays 1, pure pure 

8 - 

„ wit Um, bes not the firſt obe 

ve m talk, and Nature ma 
2 Poet, — 2 — Don't you ſee 
dder Brothers, who are TR Pe WOE ey 
ſhall fall im Love, and write Verſes — nay, and pret 
ty good ones, conn they can tay 1 to See 
ments: But let's ſee, : 


To 


-— 
75 


= The Tying. Lever? or, 


To. CELIA's Spinet... 


Reading Machine that ab. | Fi Hand obey, 
8 Tux Tell 1 


my Grief in thy harmonious 
8 _ Poor Man —— Shins FR 
Ty ſhun my Monn to thee ee . Gy, 
TD Her Db be ſure reply, | 
Qu, if ſhe removes it, die. 
The Device is juſt and truly poetical. 
Know thy_Bliſs—-Ay, ay, there I come in. 
Know ” Bliſs, _—_ Rapture ſhake, 
; _ - Tremble o'er all thy numerous Make; 
Speak in melting Sounds my Tears, 


Speak my Foys, my Hopes, my Fears. 


Which all depend upon me. 


Thus force her, when um me ſhe'd fly, 
By. her own Hand, like me, to * : 


well, certainly nothing touches the Heart of Woman 
ſo much as Poetry. I ſuppoſe the Maſter is in the 
next Room, tis his Hour, deſire him to walk in. 
Twill make ones Ears tingle, a Song o one's ſelf! 
Here the Song is perform d to a Spine. 
Well, doſt think, Lettice, my grave Lover writ 
this fine thing-—fay'ſt thou? 


Let. No, Madam, no body writes Songs * thoſe | 


they are ſure of. boi 265 

Pen. Sure of me, the Inſolent! | 
Tet. Nay, 1 know no more but that he ſaid he d 
turn me away as ſoon as he had married you. 
Pen. Tis like enough. That's the common Pre- 


ctice of your jealous-headed Fellows.-—-Well, 3 


a good mind to dreſs my ſelf anew, on my 
Looks, and ſend for him wan bai 
he loves me. 


Lot. 


a” 
— 


—— 
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Ler. I never knew him ſhew it but by his Jealouſie. 
Pen. As you ſay, a jealous Fellow love? — tis all 
Miſtake, tis only for himſelf he has Deſires; nor 
cares what the Object of his Wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he him- 


{elf has Satisfaction No, he has a Gluttony, an 


Hunger for me. 


| Let. An Hunger for vou —1 proteſt. Madam, if 


you'd let me be his Cook, and make you ready, Id 
poiſon him. But I'm glad Simon diſobey'd you, and 


told the Gentleman 's Servant who you were, and 


your Lodgin nd ORD ne 4 
Pen. Did the Rogue do ſo? Call him hither. 
Let. Simon, why Simon. „„ 


5 | Enter Simon. 
Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt turn you off, you 
fawcy Fellow; don't ſtand ſtaring and dodging with 
your Feet, and wearing out your -Livery Hat with 
meren for an Excuſe, but anſwer me, and that 
reſently. 8 eee 
, Sm. ” will, Madam, as ſoon as you ask me 2 
Queſtion. .. roatrs 1 AL l 
Pen. Not afore then, - Mr. Pert. Dont you 
know you told the Gentleman's Footman in the Fark 
who I was, againſt my conſtant Order, when I walk” 
early. Come, Sirrah, tell all that paſs d between you. 
Sim. Why, Madam, the Gentleman's Gentleman 
came up to me very civily, and ſaid his Maſter was 
in Diſcourſe with my Lady he ſuppos'd—— Then he 
fell into Talk about Vails, — about Profits in a Ser- 
vice: At laſt, after a deal of civil Diſcourſe between 


US — 


Pex. Come, without this Preamble, —— what he 
vd you, Impertinence, tell that, do — | * 

St. He ask d about you, and Madam Viforig, —— 
| ſaid, the handfomeſt of the two is my Lady. 


Pen 


22 E Lying Laver: : 'Or, 
Pen. Speak on wy Simon, Im neyer an at 2 
Servant that ſpeaks Truth. N 
Sim. He told me he ſhou'd be very proud d of ny 
aintance: Indeed, Madam, was very 
well-ſpoken, and ſhew'd a great deal of Relpet for 
me, an your Ladyfhip's Account He is a mighty 
well-ſpoken Man, and faid, he found 1 Was a kr 


Gentleman —— ſaid he d come again. 
Pen. Go, you have done your Bufinel 8 
> down. - Hy 
Let. Well, after all, Madam, 1 did not t 
Gentleman diſpleas d 8 


Pen. Had but young Bookwit his Mein and "IG 
ſation, how — would he * * 8 


Enter Servant. | 
Ser. Mr. Lovemore is coming up, Madam. : 
— He has not heard ſure of this new Propoſal. 
Let. Fis poffible he may, and come to rant, or up- 
braid your Eadyfhip; I wonder yo endure him on 
theſe — | 

Pen. Pl rack his very Heart- rings. He ſhall knoy 

Al that Man eer ſuffer d for his native Miſtreſs, oman 

- Tee. His Father, Madam, has been ſo long coming 

; Ee mes Any. OO s in tix 
""_ but tis not m 

Pen. However his by # way may — T wil 
not wholly loſe him, as bad as he is he's better than 
no Husbarid at all. Sta in ehe Ron, - TI talk u 
. e r _ — 

"IJ Enter 3 DS 
* Ah! Kathe Inconſtant! fickle . 
Pen. But, Lertice, you don't tell me what the Gen- 

tleman Jad, ; now there's no Body here you ma ay [peak 


Tove. Now there's no Botly here Then J an 


4 Ss an Utenfll. I am no * --===] have 10 
| Eſſence 


* 


Jour Spark laſt N gt; your fine Dancer, a” 
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Eſſence that 1 am ſenſible af —-1 think 'twill be ſo 


| on.---This Ingrate, this Perjur'd! 


Pen. Tell me, 1 8 Match happened 
to break off:? 


Lov. This is downright Abuſe.” What ! don't you | 


ſee me, Madam? 
Let. He had the Folly, pr roo her being commonly 
civil to him, to talk. of di kar Affe before his 


| time: In the firſt Place he thought it but neceſſary her 


Mei her faithful Servant Mrs. Betty, ſhou'd be re- 
mov 

Lore. Her faithful Servant, Mrs. Bett Aer Be- 
trayer, her Whiſperer, Mrs. Lertice. Madam, wou'd 
you but hear me 1 will be heard | 


Pen, Prithee ſtep, Terrice, and ſee what Noiſe is 
that without. 


Lave. The Noiſe is here, Madam; tis 1s 


what you call Noiſe. Tis I that claim aloud my 


Right, and {peak to all the World the Wrongs I ſut- 


* Cooling Herbs well ſteepd4 good Auodint 


at Night, made of the Juice of Hellebore, with very 
thin Diet, may be of uſe in theſe Caſes. 
| [ Both ey, or at him as Aſturb d. 
Love. Caſes i ſhall downrightrun 
mad with this damn d WU 3 Jelt? 
Let. A Jeſt'-----no Fai , this is far from 2 merry 
Madneſs. Fal! ha! ha! 


Love. Hark'e, 3 JOU ; 


Hold your Toi 


Let. Dear „e to him — 


Pen. Let him vou. Bleſs me hau= le 
ſtares, take her. 
Let. Take her. 


1 2 — ohio, 


Love. Very fine No, Madam, your (Gallant, 


* 


24 The Lying Lover: Or, 
I warrant, a fantaſtick Nymph of the Flood, or 5 


reſt; ha! ha! ha! to be out all Night with a young 
Fellow --—-Oh! that makes you change your Counte: 
nance, does it ſo?-Fine Lady -----You wonder how 
I came to know—-why chuſe a diſcreeter the next 
time-—he told me all himſelf. .— Swoon -die for 
Shame at hearing of theſe Words---do— q 
Pen. I am indeed eg aſham'd for him that 
ſpeaks em; whence this Inſolence, if not from utter 
Diſtraction, under this Roof? 
Love. Oh! the Ingrate ! Have not I, Madam, 
two long Years, two Ages, with humbleſt Reſignati- WM * 
on depended on your Smile; and ſhall I ſuffer one of 
Yeſterday's-—-to treat you, to dance all Night with 


_ EEE 4 = Fi 
a Pen. Speak ſoftly my Father's coming down. - I 
Love. Thy Father's coming down ! faithleſs 


Thou haſt no Father. But to croſs me by Night up- 
on the Water! . EF . f 
Pen. Well, by Night upon the Water ------What WW 1 
_- 5 F 
Love. Yes, all Night. b 
Pen. What of that? 5 Pl 
Tove. Without bluſhing'when you hear oft? b 

Pen. Bluſh for what! What do you drive at? o 


Tove. Can you then coolly ask what tis I mean, ¶ it 
thou Reveller, thou Rambler, a fine young Lady, MW fc 
with your Midnight Frolicks: But what do I pretend 
to?-—I know not how with bended Knees to call you 
| Ceres,-— make you an Offering of Summer Fruits, 
and deitie your Vanity! Thou art no Goddeſs, thourt 
a very Woman, with all the Guile——Your Barges! 
"Your Treats! Your Fireworks! OS 
Ten. What means the Infolent!---You grow in- 


mY 5 


Hoo 


Lors 


UP. 
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Love. Oh Poreope? hat Look, that diftainfal Look 


has: pierc d my. Soul, and ebbd my Rage to Peni- 
teace and arfov wk own my Fault IT m too 


Mo. Th'i in Enemies a is wo K norm | 
Forms of magiary n I think, and ſcorn 
©. A diffident, 15 humorous, and ungenerous 
Man, who without Grounds calls me Inconſtant, ſhall 
ſurely find me ſo: She will be very happy that takes 
a conſtant Man with twenty thouſand Humours. 

Love. Is it a Fault my Lies 1 up in thee, 

That all my Powers change with thy Looks, . 
That my Eyes glote on thee when thou rt preſent, 
And 21 Ki r oll II far Light when thou'rt Bent i 

Run A little ill 373-6 1 ſee, improves a Lover. 


_—_ ys I never. heard hm, Reak fo. well in L. 
8 3 


*.* Of you I am not; | 
Tis my own Indeſert that gh me N | 
And Tenderneſs forms Dangers where they're not; 


I doubt and. envy all thi that appr h thee: 


Not a fond Mother of a long w1 'd for only Child . 
beholds with ſuch kind Terrors her Infant of 

as I do. her I. love. She thinks its Food, if ſhe's not 
by, unwholſome; and all the ambient Air made up 
of Fevers and of Quartan Agues, exc 70 ſhe ſhrou 

it in her Arms——Such is my unpitied anxious "Gus 
for you, and can I ſee another—-- .. c 

Pen, What other? . 

Love. e e of t Mer 
ing there s all that I ſuſpect in' <> 2— 
Young Bookwit is another. | 

Pen. I. never {aw his Face. Young Bookwit ?_- 

Love. What! not tho he ſollicited a Glance, with 
Symphonies of charming Note, with ſumptuous | 
Diſhes! — Not when the flying Meteors from the 
Earth made a new a ho ot ſee 27 

t 


7 


26 The Lying Lover: Or, 
that was hard That was unkind, not one Look 
for all this Gallantry - But Love is blind You 
can be all Night with the Son, all Day with the F. 
ther, and never ſee either His Father was here 
this Morning; ſeek not to excuſe 1 find your e 
Arts, and ſee their Aim too Go, go, tale your il. 
Bookwit — Forget your Lover, as he now yo vou. 
Pen. Hear but three words. 5 1 x 
© Lave. What ſhall they be? 1 
Pen. Prithee hear me. „ 
. Love. No, no, your Father's coming down. Ih; 
Pen, He is not coming, nor can he overhear us 
There's Time and Privacy enough to diſabuſe yon. be 
Love. I'Il hear nothing unleſs you will be married, ¶ to 
unleſs you give me, as a preſent Earneſt of your ſelf, Wc 


. three Kiſſes, and your Word for ever. 
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Pen. To give way to my Satisfaction then — and be 
be Friends again you wou d, Mr, Lovemore, have hie 
„ eee neg nn 

Love. Three Kiſſes, your Faith, and Hand. 
Pen. Nothing elſe; will you be ſo contented? he: 
Tove. ll expect higher Terms, if you accept not {of 

theſe—— Quickly then. OO 


Pen, Well then No, my Father's coming; ha! 


ha! ha! 55 1 
Tove. Laugh at my Sufferings!— ſlight my An. 
; 17 SLES . 45 2 4 : 4 . hes 4 0 ; 
chi your baſe Requital of my Love? Were 
Revenge, Reyenge—— Tl! print on thy Favourite in | 
His Heart's Blood. my Revenge. Our Swords —- our I ful 
Swords ſhall diſpute our Pretences, rather than he 
enjoy what my _—_ Services entitle me to, which I ing 
is to do my. ſelf _ for what he intends an Inju- | 
0 tho perhaps what we ſhall diſpute for is: better WW mi 


0 1 4 
F F 
2 * — 


1 


* — 2 


Ten. fol 
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pen. Mr. Lovemore, you have taken very 2 Li- 

berties; you ſay I have injur d you in my Regard to 

mother Is your Opinion then of w 2 8 
ou will diſpute on, ſuch as you : juſt NOW ſaid 

better loſk? 

Love. Look you, 1 


don't conſider what you ſaid to me—— | 
Peu. Ha! ha! ha! : 
Love. You ſhall by all that's You ſhall 
this. [Flings out 
ls, Pen. This is all we have for't, a little Dominion 
before - hand Theſe are the Creatures that are horn 
d, to rule us, who creep, who flatter, and ſervil be- 
if, N ech our Favour; which obtain d, they grow ullen, - 
proud and inſolent; pry into the Gift, the Manner of 
d beſtowing, with all the little Arts th' ungrateful uſe to 
de hide, or kill their Senſe and Conſcience of a Bene- 
* | 
Let. Ay, ay Madam, tis Ga had a Sweet- 


24 to that — this is ſuch for that e | 


heart once, a 140 wy 's Butler, to whom I gave a Lock _. 


ot of my Hair; the Villain, when we quarrelld, 
Witold me half of? em were grey. 


a! Pen, Ha! ha! ha! the Ingrate— the. Faitulels 22 


Lovemore ſays — 

n Let. And yet, Madam, che Rogue ſtole a Letter 
out of a Book to ask me for it— as my next Sui- 
terer found out. 

Pen. However, I am fare *tis in my Fate to be 
ſubject to one of em very ſuddenly, 

Let. Ah! Madam! the Gentleman this Morn- 
in — 

ben. The Fellow's very well, nd 1 am mightily 
miſtaken if my Couſin Victoria did not think ſo —- 

Let. And ſo do you heartily. | [Afide. 

Pen, Yet I wiſh I had ſeen this Ty Bookwit be- 
u. WW fore Lovemore came to Day —— 8 

8 Let. 


2 T to E S8 


1 


as Te u n or, 
| Let. SIR tell you how, Madam vicbris has 
ne er a Lover, and is your entire Friend Nou, 
Madam, ſuppoſe. you got her to write a Letter to 
this young Gentleman in her own Name-—-- You 
meet 1 — under that Name incognito; then i an Ac. 
8 both you and ſhe may be ſafe, 
and puzzle the Truth: "Vo. never-writ to him, the | 
| never met him— _ 
3 Pen. A lucky Thought — ſtep to ber . 
ll come to her, or ſhe to me. 24 | 
S "Te. I fy, 1 fly — [ Exit, 
| Pen, This is indeed a lucky hint of the wn ins 
Which I have another drift too Now ſhall I fit 
my Friend Victoria, and perfectly underſtand, whether 
ſhe likes that ee oung Fellow; for if her re. 
ſerv d pr eaſily All n in with this Deſign on 
 Bookwit, ſhe's 2 ſmitten with the other, and 
ſuſpects me to be ſo too — What is this dear, this 
ſudden Intruder Love, that Victorias long and faithful 
EFriendſip, Lovemore s anxious and conſtant Paſſion, 
both vaniſh before it in a Moment? Why are ou 
Hearts ſo acceſſible at our Eyes! My Dear —— | 


ge Enter Victoria. | 
1” Vid. Dear Pen. I ran to you—— well, what ie? 

Pen. Set Chairs, and wg Bohea Tea, and leave us, 

EEx. Let. ] Dear Vicboria . you have always been my 

moſt intimate Boſom-friend — Your. wary Carriage 

and Circumſpection have often been a Safety again 

Errors to me — I be confeſs it. | Filling her Tea, 

Vic. But, my Dear, why this. Preface to mo? 
5 To the matter 

= Pen. You know: al that ha aſe between me and 
Mr. Lonemors ? 

Vid. I have always approv'd- him, and do now 

more. than erer—-For nr i= 

{ 


1 


. Dee 2 a. 2 0 .o 8 
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chat makes that worthy "Creature, a kind Husband. 
1 But 
* Pen. True, but here was old Bool wir this Morning 
r to with my Fathers Authority to talk to me of 
You Subject of Love. 
Ac. Vic. Nay, Madam, if ſo, and you can reſolye to 
ſafe Ml obey your Father —1 cofiterid not for Loverore ; 
ſhe for tho the young Men of this Age are fo. very vi. 
tious, ſo expenſive both of their Health and and For- 
itely ! tune 3 
F Pen. How Less the is to dt mie out ok Yer 
Exi way. Falſe Creature! [.4/ide]----- But, my dear Friend, 
„in you don't take me your Friendſhip out- runs my 
RI Explatiation--—-"T'was for his Son at O. ord he came 
ther to mie——<he is to walk with him the Door 
re. that I may view him--—-by and by —- 
n Vit. Nay, as one truſt obey their Parents wholly | 
and I think a raw youn young that never faw the 
thü Town, is better than an old one that has ran throtigh 
hfulf all its Vices—1 congratulate oo” good Fortune 
on There's a great Eſtate and knows nothing: >, juſt 
our come to Town The Furniture, and the Horſe- 
. Cloaths will be all your own Device for the Wed- 
ding, and the Horſes, when and were you Pleaſe— 
He knows flo better — 8 
Pen. Butt ohe ſhall be fo long teaching a a raw Crea- 
ture a Manner 
Viet. Never tet him have one 'til mike him 
like himſelf, and think of making Advances elfe- 
where: You'd better have him a Booby--—How 
could I think of the old Fellow for ou Look 5 
Pen. old Age has its Infir nities, ad tis a fad 
for an koneſt Women to be fire of Berg » 
Nurſe, and never of being a Mother 
Pen. Oh! that T had but your Prudence! But, my 
Dear, 1 have & Requeſt to make to you, and that is 
that you would write him an A this er” - 


C 3 


| . 
0 | 
x 
| 


go Tho Lying Lowes Cv 

in the Park Il obey the Appointment, and con- 
verſe with him under that Dif ale! for the old Peo- 
ple will clap up a Match before I know any thing 
of the real Man And if one don't know ones 
 Husband, how can one manage him? that is to tay, 


obey him? 


Vie. Oh! p | 7, my Dear, do you think I dont un- 
Oh 


derſtand Weile 


and 33 s another thing 


A Scholar makes the beſt Husband in the World. 
Fen. Becauſe they re the moſt knowing —— - 
Ne No, becauſe they are leaſt knowing — But 
35 immediately and obey your Commands —1 
u heartily well, my Dear, in this matter. 


[ Kiſſing her. 


1 thank you, Pere. —1 don'r doubt it in 


deed. 


. Where are you go 


fie! this is not like a Friend=—Do I 
- Madam? - 


In now, 8 
S = you ſo, dear 


= 5 indeed, Madam, I muſt wait on JOU--— 
ed you ſhan Ng ha you ſhan't. 


[Pen. follows, 


op; well Madam, will you ut then to be 


a8 free with me? Thus * ſhe hope to work me 


out of my Lover, by being made my Confident 
But that Baſeneſs has been too faſhionable to paſs any 


more I have not truſted her The cunning 


Creature -I begin to hate her n never be 


aà Minute from her. 


Exit. 
- Enter Old Weben hands Bookwit and Latine. . 


0. Book. Well, Tom, where have you ſaunter d a- 

bout ſince I ſav you? Is not the Town mightily in- 
creas'd fince you were in it 

T. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not A been ſo im- 

patient to have left Oxford; had I laid a Year longer 
ee to m. ͤ— 


9. Book, 


oo. :. =o 5 Rig = att > Pa Fad js 
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O. Book. But I don't obſerve you affected much 
with the Alterations Where have you been? _ 
Y. Book., No Faith, the New Exchange has taken up 
all my Curioſity. DU ALE? ods e 7 
O. Book. Oh! but, Son, you. muſt. not go to Places. 
to ſtare at Women. Did you buy any thing?”  * 
-Y. Boot. Some Bavybles But my Choice was {0 
diſtracted among the pretty Merchants and their 
Dealers, ol knew — — er to run A little 
liſpin zue, Ribbandths, Glov Tippeths 
, = ook will you buy a fine Sword-xnot; 
then a third, pretty Voice and Curtſie Does not 
your Lady want Hoods, Scarfs, fine green Silk Stock- 
ings——I went by as if I had been in a Seraglio, a 


b 
living Pay of Beauties ſtaring from ſide to ſide; 
ey laughing ſo made my Eſcape, and 
brought your Son and Heir ſafe to you, through all 


1 bowing, oy 
theſe Darts and Glances----to which indeed my Breaſt 


is not impregnable But I wonder whence 1 had 1 


this amorous Inclination 


0. Book. Whoever you had it from, Sirrah, tis 
your Buſineſs to correct it by fixing it upon a pro- 


per Object But, Tom, you know I am always glad 
to hear you talk with the Gaiety before me, that you 


do elſe where But I have now ſomething of Conſe- 


quence (that ſudden ſerious Look was ſo like me.) 
[4/de] What I am going to ſay now, I tell you is 
extraordinary — „„ 


7. Book, I could not indeed help ſome ſeeming Ex- 


travagancies I have been forc'd to But 
0. Book. I do not grudge you your Expences, I 


vas not going to ſpeak on't-—-for I decay, and fo do 


my Deſires, while yours grow {till upon you There- 
fore what may be ſpar d from mine, I heartily give 
you to ſupply yours-—'Tis but the juſt Order of things 


l ſcorn to hoard what I only now can gaze at, 


while your Youth and Perſon want thoſe Entertain- 


C4 ments 


— 


Fad 


a. 7 4 
ments you may become and taſt All your juſt Plea- 
Jures are mine alſo -In you my Youth and gayer 


Years methinks I feel repeated. 
d Then what can give vou, Sir, bent 
| ? 
O0. Book. Your AﬀeRtation EA Soldier's 'Drels makes 
me think you bent upon à d tho noble 
Courke-—That you ll e 8 a Life 5 s dearer to 


- Four Father than your ſelf, to daily Hazards; I there. 
Fore * reſoly d to ſettle thee, and choſen a Young 

; prudent, rich and fair 
* > Book. Oh, Vidoria“ [4/7 de] You cannot move 


. 8 in ſuch a Buſineſs. -; 


0. Book. Nay, tis no ſudden. he Ther Father 
and I have been old Acquantance, and 1 was ſo con. 
fident of her Worth, and your Compliance, that 1 
can't with Honour diſengage: my ſelf. 

Y. Book. How, Sir! when Honour calls me to the 
Field, where I may perpetuate your Name by ſome 
brave Exploit-— 

0. Book. You may do it much better, Tom, at home 
by a brave Boy - Come, come, it muſt be ſo-—-- 
4 Book. WIA ſhall I do for ſome Invention? 40 


0. Book. for & be 6, 38 it muſt be la 

T. Book, What if it be impoſſible? 

©. Book. Impoſlible! e. 1 154 
I . Book. Upon 8 b 3 50 banden, Sin; 
| 0. Book, What tal Lnge 
c 0. Book. What? in: hou at og big and tl 
me. 

I. Book. Why I am married there, fince you needs 
muſt know. ny 

'O. Book, daniel Wie: my Conſent! 


4 
. 


T. Book, 


r © 4a 


wow 


h, 


_ employ my Rival to write to him! how confidently 


of her Preſence--—-The Sun to me ſhed rap ineen in 


ſoon receiv d, but ſeverely modeſt ones. 
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1. Bobk. There was 4 Force upon me; you'll edfil 
petal all annull'd if you deſire it It was the i 

ſt, m 


oft unhappy Accident—— Yet indeod the is au 


excellent Creature ! 
Lat. How cou'd he eonxeal this all "AY white from 
me ? But I rethember he us d to be out of the Colle | 
whole Nights we knew not where. [Af 


Eg Penelope and Victotia ar the Window. | 
Pen. The very Man we inet this Morning; and 1 


ſhe ſtares at the Fellow, and obſerves his Action! 
Via. Betty, do you ſee with what Intent, and with 
what Fire in her Ripon, Penelope gazes yonder?-—--Buft 
take you that Letter and 3 on it when the = Gentle- 
man's gone —Goodneſs! concern d ſhe ſeems! = 
Well, fome Women [Ex. Ladies above. 
O. Book, Let that paſs, ſince the Buſineſs is ifrevos 
cable What is her Name? 
T. Book. Marilda, and her Father's Newtown. | 
o. Book. They're Names I never heard pov BY but 
o on. 
Y. Book, This Lady, Sir, I'ſove if 2 publick Aſſembl) 
at the firſt {ight ſhe made me hers fot ever: Frot 
that inſtant I lahguiſh'd—- nor had Vital Heat out 


vain-—--He roſe and ſet both unobſery'd, nor was to 
any living this human Life fo much a Dream as me: 
All tis ſhe obſery'd; but not untouch d obſery'd. She 
ſhew'd a noble Gratitude ta noble Paſſion; Favours 1 


Lat. Oh! that's preſiipposd, you to be fre wo 
neer deſire any other. e 
Y. Book. We had contribd to meet of Nights, 

The ſwyecteſt Hours of Love; and there was 1 

One Evening in her ng TWwas, as Iremember, 

Yes twyas oñ the ſecon o Dettrabey; © © 

That's the very Night I was caught 
| Cs Lat, - 


34 The Lying Lover: Or, 
- Lat. "Tis ſtrange a Fellow of his Wit to be tra- 
| pan'd into a Marriage IS. [Aide 
T. Book. Her Father ſupp'd abroad that Night, which 
made us think our ſelves ſecure—— But coming home 
by Accident ſooner than we expected, we heard him 
at the Door — How did that Noiſe ſurprize us! She 
hid me behind the Bed, then lets him in | 
0. Book. I tremble for the poor young Lady 
Pray go on How did ſhe recover her {elf ? ; 
T. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little Tales 
to divert him, and hide her Diſcompoſure—-which 
he interrupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſud. 
denly to one propos d to him that Evening This 
was to me Daggers. 1 aa | | 
T. Book. She by general Anſwers in that caſe ma- o 
nag d it fo well, that he was going down, when in- H 
ſtantly my Watch in my Pocket ſtruck ten-—-He 
turns him ſhort.on his amazed Daughter, asked where W - 
ſhe had it She cried, her Couſin Martha ſent it m 
out of the Country to be mended for her He ſaid 
he would take care on't; ſhe comes to me, but as I ſe 
was giving it her, the String was ſo entangled in the 
Cock of a Piſtol I always had about me on thoſe Oc- 
caſions, that my haſte to diſengage it fir d it off | 
My Miſtreſs ſwoons away---—-The Father ran out hi 
crying out Murder I thought her dead, fear d his ty 
Return, which he ſoon did, with two boiſtrous Rogues pe 
his Sons, and his whole Family of Servants---—1 r 
wou d have made my Eſcape, but they oppos'd me 
with drawn Swords, I wounded both; but a luſty W © 
Wench with a Fireſhoyel at one blow ſtruck down m 


5 „ © mr. = wel wo we 


my Sword, and broke it all to pieces . 
- ©. Book, But ſtill the poor young Lady! —— tai 
T. Book, Here was I ſeiz'd ——-Mean time Matilda no 
wakes from her Trance beholding me held like 
a Ruffian, both ker Brothers bleeding.—.—She was re- 


i 


- g 
. — 


11 2» @«. 


s ne: 


1 41x © — fo. + © Oo 


SJ 


La. Who 10 85 we got here? | 


What ſhou'd I do? I ſaw the 


turning to it 


Father in the divided Sorrow for his Sons Lives, and 


Daughter's Honour, of both F he thoug ht me 


th' Invader —— She with pitying, dying and * | 
Looks beſeech'd me. 8 me what I 


ow d her conſtant Love — 1 yield „Sir, I own I 
a to the juſt Terrour of their Family Reſentment, 
and my Miſtreſs more dreadful U raiding. Thus am 
I, Sir, the Martyr of an honeſt Paſſion— ( 


O. Book. That I moſt blame is that you conceal'd i it. 


from me, your beſt Friend I'll inſtantly to Pene- 


bope's Father, and make my Apology——He is my 
Friend Exit. 


Lat. This Marriage ſtran ely ſurpriz'd INE -\ 
T. Book. Why did you believe it too, as well as the 
old Gentleman? Why then I did it IN 
Ha! ha! ha! 
Lat. What! the Watch! —— The Piſtol!---— Lady 
[wooning, her pitying, upbraiding Look! all * 


mæra! 


T. Book. Nothing but downright Wit to r my 5 


ſelf ſafe for Victoria. 
Lat. May I deſire one favour?” 
T. Book, What can I deny thee, m \Privado 85 
Lat. Only that you d give me ſome little Pave: 


hint——when next you L—— are going to be wit- 


ty—-—But to 77 120 Piaget ſo readily! *tis im- 
poſſible you cou'd, I believe, att e 
Tale kao! the ending-—Yet—— 


T. Book. Theſe are Gifts, Child, mere Gifts; tis not 
to be learnt + — the Skill of Lying. Except Hu- 


mour, Wit, Invention, Preſence o Mind, Retention; 


Memory, Circumſpection, S. — were to be at- 


tained by Induſtry —- You muſt not — RE 
nor bluſh-for't—— % 
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= _- . Lying Lover: Os; : Or, 
| Betty Burig. 
Be. Moy 1 be is bold' ae dene the Liberty « to 
ask your lame? 
; Y."Book, My bright Hand d my little the Gs 
pimede——Thou charming Habe Von may ask mo 
my Name for I won't tell it v0 till you 
do becauſe Id have the more wor nh ion 
Bet. Are not you Mr. Bookwit? . 
T. Book. The very lame, my Dear. | 
ve: There then——Hes a mighty Hors Ms 
Exit Betty, 
7 Book. reading. You may vonder -Lour Perſon, 
and Charadter----this Evening near Rolamond's. Pond, 
e the other fide the Park. Victoria 
Oh the Happineſs! What is berome of the Girl? — 
Oh! Latine! Latine ! ask me fifty Queſtions all at 
once! What ails me? Why this Joy me wy is this 
from? Oh I cou'd die methinks this moment, leſt there 
ſhou d be in Fate ſome future Ill to daſi my preſent Joy- 
Why, Fact, vrhy doſt not ask me what's the Mamerk 
Lat. If you'd but give me Leave -, :. 
. Book, No, do not ſpeak+——Let. me talk alt, 1 
Fain wou'd celebrate my fair one's Praiſe, her every 
Beauty! But the Mind's too full to utter any thing that 
is articulate, and will give way to nothing but mere 
Names and Interjections Oh! —-Hicioria / 
Victoria Victoria Oh my Victoria - Read there, 
Lat. Well, I own this Tib'd Fame 
ſtill Jam afraid of Miſtakes. FRO 
T. Book. No——Kneel down and” den | Forgive: 
neſs —- You. don't belieye that ſhe- that u. not 
ſpeak to me wou d write But after all 
and Extaſies E prithee ſtep after the Maid, learn 
what you can of her Fortune, and 4 forth-—Get In- 
w_ 995 admitted another time. [Ex Lat. 


Enter Frederick. 


—— — og oe 


r Sir, your Servant. T1. Boo 


i 
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7; Book; Yours, ' Sir, have you Bulineſs with we? 
Fred. This Paper ſpeaks i no 
7. Book. reading. Of a Friend you've made me your 
mortal Enemy----With your Sword I expect Satisfaction 
ä 8 Morning at ſiæ in Hide-Park. Lovemore. 
| ou know the Contents of this Letter? 
l 0 Fad Ves, Sir, it is a Challenge from Era. 
i T. Book. Are you to be his Second © | 
Fred. I offer d it, but he will meet you ſingle. 

T. Book. The — the better Chee .Y 
Fred. You're very pleaſant, Sir. 
T. Book. My eee . 

Proof--—l wall be 2 punctual. . [Exiz Fred.] 1 750 
into Buſineſs very faſt There, thou dear Letter of 
Love Be there, thou of Hatred —— There 
Mien of Buſineſs muſt ſort their Papers=-—1 fear he 
ee me fut . two re 


Oh, P more Adventares another _ has | 
writ. | | 
Lat. Lets heir.” 
I. Book. No, — 5 r of — is 6f „5 
A Gentleman Uſher came with it 1 , = 
can't believe there's any thing in that old whim of _ 
being wrap'd in ones Mother's Smock to be” thus I 
lucky -I ſuppoſe I was uſed like other Children | 
The y clap'd me on a Skull-cap-——fwath'd me hard; 
play d —.5 in Arms, and ſhewd me Loads But 
rene 1 have. * _ * 
the Women. | 
th 1 But, let us ſce ch Lotter. - At ed 
T. Book: reading. No, No- A — if Conlieion 
20 go ſo far. But indeed your Paffion----—your Wit 
My 5 at the wo; TID + hoo vat Vera- 


Ee There her derbi nicked — Pb be 


— e 


Tue Lying Lover: Or, 
orous and as frolick as you you n 
aer ſucceſsful— n / mw 
Y. Book. Well ſaid . as Mr. Bays aas, 


now the Plot thickens upon us, well ſpend — Time 
as gaily as the beſt of em and all of it in Taue 


Bir once e off the Race of Man 0 fu. — 


Each to ſome darling Paſſion is Inclin d, 
Let Love be ſtill the Biaſs of my 8 a CExeunt. 


7 * 


Ac I. SCENE I. 


Ear Vigoria and Betty. 


vid. ＋ HIS was indeed, Betty, a very diverting 

Accident, that I ſhould be employ'd to write 
to her Lover now I can't but think how angry my 
Couſin Pen. is---—ſhe frets, I warrant, at her very 
Looking: glaſs, which us d to be her Comforter 


all occations.. Ha! hal bak 
Bet. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lottice s Place for 


* the World. Nothing to be ſure can pleaſe to Day; 


did you mind how ſhe neſtled and fam d inwardly, to 

| ſee. your Ladyſhip look ſo well ?-——Nay 1 7 880 Ma- 

dam, you were in high Beauty— 

Vid. Vet I muſt confeſs I Was my ſelf a little dif 
compos 'd——I wes aſham'd for my Friend and then 


to ſee her ſhew ſuch regard for a Fellow. 


Bet. But 1 ſwear, Were 1 o have my will, Wk 


ſhould be _—_ 8 at me It gives your Tady- 
ſhip ſuch a p + 2 — and ae Grit to a 
Features.—n t you want it Vet it WO. 
Is. There are {a People very unha ppi 
E to . L385 ; there 8 Ae at id 10 


Fad, has heard of the word Spleen, and Diſtaſte, and 


ſets up for being out of Humour, with that unmean- 
ing Face of hers. 


Bet. Vou re in a fine Humour, Madam—— 


Vi&. Her N s Phylician preſcrib'd Anger to 
her — upon vv 


Eyes ſtaringly open this ſhe deſigns for Vivacity, 


ad gapes about like a wandring Country Lady 


She pretends to be a Remarker, and looks at every 
body ——but alas ſhe wants it here and knows 


not "that 0 10 is no more to look, 5 is to 
hild 


| walk — For you muſt know, Betty, every 


ſee but tis an obſerving Creature that can er 


as every pretty Girl can go, . tis a eee 
that walks. 


Both. Ha! ha! ha! 

Viet. But, by the way, there's Mrs. Penel e, me- 
thinks does neither ; ; I have a Kindneſs for her, but 
ſhe has no Geſture in the leaſt My Derr 2120 


Ld 


FL Enter Penelope. 

Ten. Well, m y Dear — _ | 
Ber, How en People of Quality hate one Nang 
ther. ¶Aſide. 


Pen. well, my Dear, were not you ane ſur- 
priz d to ſee that this young Bookwit could be the Sol- Ls 


dier we met this Morning? 


Vict. The confident lying Creature 1 E1 Wonls 


der'd you'd ſuffer him to entertain you fo long. 


Pen. You mult know, Madam, 8 married too 1 


Oxford. 


agreeable — ut perhaps this is a fetch of hers; he 
had no married Look. [fide 


Pen. Yet I am reſolyd to go to yo 


tion, 
T4 it 5 but to Sanden _e Coxcorab, and ad ag i | 
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ich ſhe comes in publick with her 


Via, The ugly Wretch! I think him dovnrightdif : 


, 4 2 8 r —— 
e . rr — . — F = 
CRUE SS —ů— 5 1 F . 
- 4 * - _ — - 4 
* 


ay — ” 


his Lies Such Fellows ſhou'd be made to know 


themſelves; and that they're underſtood. 
Viet. Ill wait upon you, my Dear She's very 


prettily dreſs d. ¶ Aſide.] But indeed, my Dear, you 
ſhart go with your Hoods fo—— It makes you look 
abominably, with your Head ſo forward There 


bee cb her Head.) That's ſomething—-You had 


before a 


Pen. Thank you, my Dear 
Viet. Your Servant, Deareſt ——- 


Pen. But alas, Madam, who patch'd you to Pay! 2—— 


Let me ſee It is the hardeſt thing in Dreſs . 


1 may fay without Vanity know a little of it— 


That ſo low on the Cheek pulps the Fleſn too much 
Hold ſtill my Dear, Pl! place it juſt by your Eye 


— ſhe downright ſquints. FAfrae. 
There's nothing like a ſincere Friend for 


. is a of one's ſelf -I have a Pateh- box 
about me. Hold, my Dear, that gives you a ſedate 


Air, that large one near your Temples—- 
Ten. People, perhaps, don't mind theſe Sings 


But if it be true, as the Poet finely fings, that all 
the Paſſions in the Features are, we may fhew, or 
hide em, as we know how to a e perry arti- 
ficial Moles —— 


Vid. And ſo catch Lovers, and puzzle Phiyſiog | 


Pen. Tis true; then pray, ty Dear, let me put a 
little Diſdain in your Face For we'll plague this 
Fopp There that on your Forehead does it. 
-| Vie, Hold, my Dear, TM give Indifference for him, 


a Patch juſt av the Pout of your mc eta wy thews 16. 


And that you're dumb to 2 4 Appl 
Pen. Von with I wou'd be. - 12 
Pit. There, my Dear. 


4 Pen, "__ dear Madam your Mar i 15 not age 
er 


- were agen 126 N Now you 
command all Hearts | | 


* 


The Ladies Resu a 
der'd— Betty, bring the Powder Box to your r Lady-— 
It gives one à clean Look (tho your Complexion does 
not want it) to enliven it. 
_ Vid. Oh! fie, chis from you! but know you won't | 
flatter me, you're too much m 
Pen. Noe Madam, you tall 6 ſee—Now ſhe 9 
like a 8 [ Powders her.] |: 
. Thank y u, Dear: well take an Hac 
| Our Maids 8⁰ with us —— Come, dear Friend, 
2 Ex. Arm in Arm. 
Bet. Pr Madam Lettice, be pleas'd to go on. | 


| = 13 eee 
Let. Well, Madam, this is unkind 1 don't hi 
you with this Ceremony 1 2 Ten 


- Enter Young Bookwit and Latine after x Th. 


5 T. Book. Vidboria! Vittoria! Victoria | 
| Lat, Make way, make 8 your Leave 
Stand by ——Vidloria! 7 | 
Fyormaſam reſonare dboes Amaryllida Syluas. i, 
T. Book. Well ſaid, Fack-—-Let me ſee ——_ our 
Sparks beſides my ſelf, keep ſuch an Equipage! Idon't 
828 but in a little time 1 ſhall be a ſiner Fop than 
the Town has yet ſeen All my Lacquies ſhall be 
Linguiſts as thou art While thus I ride immortal 
Steeds How my Horſes ſtare at me!-—They ſee 
| I am a very new ſort of Beau=—-: 
Tat. This is rare The having this Noiſe of Mu- 
ſick ut won't it be reckon d a Diſturbance —-' 
J. Book. No, no, it is an uſual Gallantry here 
But the Vocal is an Elegance hardly known before me 
here ho ar am the Founder of liſh'd Fools 
of which I'll inſtitute an Order "Al Coxcombs of 
Learning and Parts ſhall after me be call d Bookwits—— 


5 A 9 will ſoon be more numerous, and in more 
a Sad. 0 5 Credi 
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move, you are to 


42 


| Credit than your Ariſtotelians] Platonjſts, and Acade 


1 o 


Lr. Sir, *twill be urges, 10 Jou are real 


'L Boot. Oh! Ty no: The Dale 
for the Uſe of Life Therefore III ſettle a Fa- 
mily very luddently, and ſhew 222 Literature in Oeco- 


nomy— 


Lat. As how, pray? 


T. Book. III have four. Peripatetick Footmen, two 


F ollowers of Ariſtippus for Valets de Chambre, and an 
Epicurean Cook. with an Hermetical Chymiſt (who 
are good only at making Fires) for my Skullion, and 
then I think all is diſpo 
One takes ſtate . upon her But 1 am none of your 
ER am not —— in Town, and 15 
misbehave, tis but being ſent back again to my 
Beer, and three half - pen = 
many another Beau, only blaz d and vaniſh'd-—- 
Lat. But you know I loye Muſick immoderate- 


3 How: do you CO” your Entertainment, let 


=: Book. Well, give me but leave — The Fiddles 
will certainly a the Ladies, I mean the Nymphs 
who have Grotto's round this enchanted Foreſt — 
In the firſt place, you Intelligences that move (his 
Vehicle — How the Fellows ſtare! 
k Chair. Good "your! SRO. 825 to us in Dy- 


T. Boob. Why then you Chairnienj——wherocever 


ſhine through 
like a lazy Town Fool as I can, to charm em 


Lat. Well, but wo Wal ; 


or FLenag is 


ed-—-But, methinks, this Fair 


ny Comnſons— And I, like 


follow me For I mean to ſtrut, 
the Dusk of the Evening, and look as 


P 
tne 
to 
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T. Book. But remember, ye Sons of Phoebus, Bre- 

thren of the String, and Lyre; that is to ſay, ye Fid- 

lers Let me have a Flouriſh as I now rect 
When I lift up my Cane, let it be Martial If I but 

throw my {elf juſt forward on it, or but raiſe it 
ſmoothly» ig 2h all for Love to ſhew, as I think 

fit — That I —— die, or fight for her you _ me 


bow to——Well then ſtrike Up — 
80 N G, by Mr. lik. | 
I. 


Venus * left her Grecian Iſles, 
Mith all her gaudy Tram © 
Of little Loves, ſoft Cares and Smiles, 
1 * e Breaſt to reign, _ 


I 
er n Mb and liſt ning Deer, ah 
Forget your Food, forget your Fear, 5 
| T ve hed Victoria will be here. © 


1 


Te Savages about me throng, _ 
Mov'd with the Paſſion of my Song, 
Aud think Victoria ſtays too long. 


7. Book. There's for you, Fack; is not that like a 
ne Gentleman that writes for his own Diverfic ion? . - 
Lat. And no bodies elſe. 

| FO. Book. Now I warrant one of your common 

1 ks wou d have ſtamp d, fretted, and cry d, What 

15 = Devil! fool'd ! jilted! abus d! while I in Metre, 

to ſhew you how well ene} at all 06 made 
to run — 


LL \ : þ : , | The 
*. | : | 


— — y — 
* * 
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15 The Ae us nber, 


3 
 Mov'd with the Paſſion of Ar fond 
And think Victoria ſtays too 


. I begin to be one of tholeSarages, 
- Enter victoria, Penelope, Lettice and Betty. 


Vid. We had better have ſtayed where we were, and 


liſtned to that charming Eccho, than have come in 


Search of that Liar. 
Lat. Do you ſee yonder? 


T. Book. | Gives the Sign and frogs ine ] Thus, 


Madam, have 1 * my Time almoſt ever ſince I 


faw you; 83 Name to the Woods, the 


Dales and ect roves— : 
Pen, Prithee 4 him Novy ke begins 
T. Book, Thad not time to carve your Name on eve- 

Tree, but that's a melanchol Emplo ment, not 

or thoſe Lovers that are favour'd with tion— 

Vid. Prithee, Coufin, do you talk to him in my 
Name — III be ſilent till I ſee farther =— 
Pen, The Spring is now ſo forward, that it muſt 


indeed be attributed to your Faſſion that you are not 


In che Field — ; 
T. Book. Voudo me Fultice, Madam, in that Thought, 
for I am ſtrangely pelber d to be there Well, the 


French are the auf pag a People in the World---- 
I had a Letter from one of their Generals, that ſhall 
be nameleſs, (it came over Fa Sax * o of Holland) 
with an Offer of very great Terms, I wou'd but 


barely fend my Opinion in the Uſe of Pikes <= about 


_ - which he telbh me their Prince and Generals have 
lately held a grand Court Mar fhal— 3 
Boh. Ha! ha! ha! | EI 

Lat. Theſe cunning things keep till FI to 


puzzle us III alarm him -— — Ae, one Word 


Vid. 


ASS SFD Fr: oo 
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yick. Come, come, well have no whiſpering, no no 
Meſſages at preſent Some other Ladies have ſent, 
but they ſhan't have you from us — _, be. 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Y. Book. I hold my ſelf oblig d to de of the ſame 
Humour Ladies are in —— Ha! hal. ha! —— Now 
pray do me the Favour to tell me what I laugh d at. 

Pen. Why you muſt know —— Your talking of the 
French and War, put us in mind of a young Coxcomb 
that came laſt Ni ght from Oxford, calls himſelf Soldi- 
er, treats Padies,* hts. n raiſies Jealouſies with 
downright Lies of 15 own inventing ; ha! ha! ha! 

Y. Book. That muſt be an impudent young N 
certainly; Rn ha! al 

Vid. Nev” 8 is beyond Com — | 

Y. Book. 1 can't e how one of thoſe ſneaking 
Academicks cou d perſonate ſuch a Character; for we 
bred in Camps, have a Behaviour that ſhews we are 
us d to act before Crouds —— 

Pen. Tis certainly ſo —— Nay, he has been con- 
fronted with it, as plainly as I ſpeak to you, and yet 
a bluſh'd for it, but carry'd it as if he knew not the e 

T. Book. That may be tis want of * 
themſelves, makes Loſe Coxcombs ſo confident. + 


Ten. The Faithleſs! Shameleſs! Well chen, to ſee 


if poſſible ſuch a one may be brought to that Senſe, 
I tell you, this worthy Heroe, two Days ago, was in 
Hanging-ſleeves. at Oxford, and is call'd Mr. Bookie. 


Ha! ha! 


7. Book. Well, was it not well enough carryd — 
1 I knew you well 2 and you. knew me, 
before you writ to me for Bogkwit's: 2 
But I rig into that way, of ee to. diy 
you —— T knew you a Woman of Wit and Spiri | 
and that acting that Part, wou'd. at leaſt Pacing I 155 
Fire i in me, and wiſrd my ſelf what I wou'd be half 
an 


4 The Lying Lovere Or, 
an Age to ſerve and you Suffer in Camps, 
All tho EE x (rio 2 any Heats, and ſharp. afflict- 

- ing Colds ——— 

570. Look you, Sir, 1 ſhall tell Mrs. Matilda New- 
tamn, your Spouſe at Oxford, what you are ſaying to 
another Lady — _ 

Pen. Prithee Couſin, never give your ſelf the Trou- 
ble to meddle in ſuch a Work — one hardly knows 
| how to ſpeak it to a Gentleman, but don't touch the 
Affairs of ſo impudent a Liar 


T. Book. Ha! ha! ha! Why, Madam, have they I þ 

4 -_ al you of the Marriage too?—— Well, I was hard WW 1 
put to it there —— I had like to have been oravelld, 2 
Faith you were more beholden to me for that, MW 4 
than any thing Had it not been for that, they had 6 

| marry me to Mrs. Penelope, old Getwel's Grandaugh- o 
The great F ortune-—-But I refus d her for you-- de 

ho are a greater --— Th Me 

- Lat. Sir, Sir, pray Sir, one Word 1 
Pen. and Vie. Stand off, Sirrah. 1 = 
Vit. 20 ſhan't come near him, none 2 your to 


dum Si his 
e n you have refus'd Penelope, tho a great | 
Fortune----what cou'd. you diſhke in hger? 

T. Book, The whole Woman Her Perſon, nor 
Carriage pleaſe me She is one of thoſe 
Women of Condition, who do and ſay what they 

Pleaſe with an affur'd Air, and think that's enough, My 
only to be call'd fine Miſtreſs ſuch-a-one's manner 
Fen. This is not to be endur' d do aſſure you, 

Sir. Mrs. Penelope has refus d your Betters. 

T. Book, I don't much value my Betters in her Judg- 
ment But am ſorry to ſee you concern'd for her. 
When I haye been at Church, where I firſt aw you 
----T've ſeen the gay giddy thing i in a Gallery, watch- 
ing Eyes to e Courteſies She is indeed a very 
Ceremonious Church-woman, and neyer is guilty of 

a 


— 


a Sin of Omiſſion to any Lady of Quality, within 

Eye- not -— In ſhort, I don't like the Woman, and _ 

wou'd go to Twnis or Aleppo for a Wife, before Id 

take her 1 „ | 
ict. I cannot bear this of my Friend, if you = 

Sir, at this rate, Tunis or Aleppo are the propereſt Pla- 

ces for you to ſhew your Gallantry in---twill never 

be receiv d by any here I hope ſhe believes me. [ Aſide. 

| Pen. The Lady's in the right on't, who can con- 

| fide ina known common Impoſtor | 

T. Book, Ah Madam! how can you uſe a Man that 

loves you ſo unjuſtly ?-—But call me what you will, 

| Liar, Cheat, Impoſtor do but add, your Servant, 

„and I am fatifyd ——T have indeed, Madam, ran 

a 


f 

[ 

- { 
: | 

/ 

| 


through many Shifts, in Hopes to gain you—— and 

cou'd be contented to run through all the Shapes in 
- WM Ovid's Matamorphoſis, cdu d I but return to this on my 
ðbdended Knees, of my Fair one's humbleſt Servant. 
Vik. Prithee let us leave him — as you told me, 
| I wonder you can ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long 
BE ——Leve him, let him kneel to the Trees, and call 
r to the Woods —— if he will — Oh, I could brain 

him how ugly he looks kneeling to her. ¶ Aſide. 

at Pen. No, Ill ſtay to plague him more —— But 

what Opinion can I have of this ſudden Paſſion — 
5 You hardly know me, I believe, or my Circumſtan- 
ſe ces? . ä MD. 
*Y T. Book, No, no, not I — I don't know you 
our Mother was not Alderman Sterling's Daugh- 
ter — Your Father Mr. Phillips of Grays-Im, who 
bad an Eſtate and never practis d? You had not a Bro- 
ther kill'd at Landen? Your Siſter Diana is not dead; 


g- {Wor you are not Co-heireſs with Miſs Molly —— No, 
er. Madam, I don't. know you, no, nor love you? 


Ou 
ch- 
T 

a 


Pen. I wiſh I had taken her Advice in going 
e means her all this while —Pſhaw, this is dovn- 
1 night 


5 . The Lying Lovere 9 
an Age to ſerve and pleaſe you Suffer in FF 
all 1 c Viciflitudes of 
ing COMES won 
Via. Look you, Sir, 1 ſhall tell Mrs. Matilda New- 
zawn, your Spouſe at Oxford, what you are laying to 
| another Lady — _ 
Pen. Prithee Couſin, never give your ſelf the Trou- 


| ble to 'meddle in ſuch a Work — one hardly knows 


how to ſpeak it to a Gentleman, but don't doch the 
Affairs of ſo impudent a Liar 
T. Book. Ha! ha! ha!— Why, Madam, have they 
told you of the Marriage too?—— Well, I was hard 
put to it there — I had like to have deen gravell d, 
Faith — you were more beholden to me for that, 
than any thing Had it not been for that, they bad 
marry d me to Mrs. Penelope, old Gerwel's Grandaugh- 


ter. The great Fortune But I refus d her for you 


who are a greater --— . We 
Tat. Sir, Sir, pray Sir, one Word | 

Pen. and Vid. Stand off, Sirrah. : 

ict. h ſhan't come near him, none of your 
Han Si 
1 ou have refus d Penelope, tho a great 
Fortune----what cou'd. you diſhke in her? 
T. Book, The whole Woman —Her perſon, nor 
Carriage pleaſe me She is one of thoſe 
Women of Condition, who do and ſay what they 


| pleaſe with an affur'd Air, and think that's enough, 


on! y to be call'd fine Miſtreſs ſuch-a-one's manner. 

' Pen. This is not to be endur'd-—-I do aſſure you, 
e Mrs. Penelope has refus'd your Betters. 

T. Book. I don't much value my Betters in her Judg- 
| ment hut am ſorry to ſee you concern d for her. 
When I haye been at Church, where I firſt aw you 
----T've ſeen 18 gay giddy thing i in a Gallery, watch- 
ing Eyes to e Courteſies She is indeed a very 
Ceremonious Clurch-woman, and never is guilty of 


burning Heats, and ſharp aflict- y 


*4 * 
p 


— 
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a Sin of Omiſſion to any Lady of Quality, within 
Eye - ſnot -— In ſhort, I don't like the Woman, and _ 
wou'd go to Tunis or Aleppo for a Wife, before Td 
take her 8 „ FE | 
' Vid. I cannot bear this of my Friend, if you goon | 
Sir, at this rate, Tunis or Aleppo are the propereſt Pla- Y 
ces for you to ſhew your Gallantry in---'twill never 
be receiv'd by any here I hope ſhe believes me. Aſide. 
Pen, The Lady's in the rig t on't, --who can con- 
fide ina known common Impoſtor? _ | 
T. Book, Ah Madam! how can you uſe a Man that AY 
loves you ſo unjuftly?-—But call me what you will, 
Liar, Cheat, Impoſtor --— do but add, your Servant, 
and I am fatisfy'd —— I have indeed, Madam, ran 
| through many Shifts, in Hopes to gain you and 
cou d be contented to run through all the Shapes in 
Ovid's Metamorphojrs, cou'd I but return to this on my 
dended Knees, of my Fair one's humbleſt Servant. 
Vit. Prithee let us leave him — as you told me, 
I wonder you can ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long 
Leave him, let him kneel to the Trees, and l F 
r Wto the Woods — if he will — Oh, I could brain 
him how ugly he looks kneeling to her. [Aſide. 
it Pen. No, I'll ſtay to plague him more But 
what Opinion can I have of this ſudden Paſſion —— 
: You hardly know me, I believe, or my Circumſtan- 
e Wces? — . 33 5 (- 
7 T. Book. No, nc, not I — ] don't know you 
h, vour Mother was not Alderman Sterling's Daugh- 
ter — Your Father Mr. Phillips of Grays-Im, who 
had an Eſtate and never practis'd? You had not a Bro- 
ther kill'd at Landen? Your: Siſter Diana is not dead; 
nor you are not Co-heireſs with Miſs Molly — No, 
adam, I don't.know you, no, nor love you? 
Pen. I wiſh J had taken her Advice in going 


b. Ile means her all this while ----Pſhaw, this is down- 
0 15 


— * 


1 
. 


. Lying Lover. —_— 
right fooling, Let's go, my Dear, leaye him to the 
Woods, as you ay. I wiſh. twas full of Bears. [4ide. 

Viet. No----Now Il ſtay to plague him. 

Fen. No, you ſhant ſtay. Sir, we have given 
our {elves the diverſion to ſee you, and. confront you 
in your Falſhoods; in which you have intangled your 
alto that degree, you know not even the Woman 
you pretend." to; and therefore, Sir, I ſo far deſpiſe 
you, that if you ſhou d come after me with, your Fid- 
des ——— Tb have a Porter- Ready to let yo 
in. | +4 % ok 5 75 8 - ide. 

Vid. I dont know how to threaten a ED Ka 

in that manner; but Em ſure I ſhall-never entertain 

any Man that has diſoblig d my Friend, while my 

Name's Victoria — [Exeunt Arm in Arm. 

Lat. Maſter ——methinks theſe: Ladies don't un- 

derſtand Wit —— They were very rough with you, 
T . Book. Ay, they were ſomewhat dull But 
eally Victoria diſcover d her {elf at her going, methinks, 
agreeably enough - 8 

Lat. I believe they are irrecoverably loſt 
Pax on't, when I gave you ſa many Signs too 
T. Book, Well, hang thinking Let's to the 
Tavern, and in every Glaſs. name a newy Beauty, till 

L either forget, or am inſpird with ſome new: Pro- 

ject to attain her. n ad y 


_ While in a lovely Bowl I drown my Care, 
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be ll ceaſe to be, or I to think her, fair. [Exeunt, 


unt. 
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ACTI. SOBNEL 
| SCENE, chen: Garden, 


Enter Young Bookwit and Tad 1 


þ Book.” HIS Roebuck has almoſt done my But : 
- neſs---- Rigby's an honeſt Fellow, and 


| wou'd not « pots us. The Wine had good Humour, 


Virth, and Joy in't My Blood beats high and : 
frolick; what * my dear Lacquie? ha! | 
Lat. Why, Sir, I {ay, Sir, that I am in ſo noble, 
ſo exalted “a Condition, that I almoſt forget I am 
your Honour's Footman-—- - 
Y. Book. Do but your Buſineſs well to Night- 3 
Lat. Who fays the Tongue ſtutters, Legs falter, and 


„ Eyes fail with Drink - "Tis falſe, my dear Maſter, 


my To runs fafter than ever M o 
brick W. eins that I can't ſtand ſtill; and 7 be 
are better than ever they were; for I ſee every thi 
double But the Letter, the Fan 1 warrant 
give it her. 

T. Book. Here, here, Fack, take it. 1 

Lat. Let's come nearer the Lamp — This is the 
foul Copy of it that tis wrap'd in —— Let me Judge— 
Now Tl be ſedate-—-Let me read it again. 

Y. Book. But you look curſedly fulter'd—They'll | 
ay Joon re drunk—-Let s fee, I muſt comb your Wig 

ite 

Lat. I ſhall be kick d for this Letter here about the 
middle Tou ſhou'd not talk of Joys ſo ſoon 
You ſhou'd write' miſerable a Fortnight, or three 
Weeks longer I ſhall be kick d. 

Y. Book. What then, what then? A Man * your f 
Philoſophy muſt needs remember the Body's but 
the mere YEN of the Mind—-Kicks come under the 

D Ser - 


* 


ou may by force of T 


8 "is Or, Fd 
; | Topick of things without----What ſhall I do for Pow- 


der for this ſmart-Bob.[Combs out his own-Wig.inteLat. 
- Lat: "Tis no matter, Sir; Powder comes under the 


Notion of things without. 
Y. Book, Oh] but Ladies are no Philoſophers; but 


das to being drub'd (theſe Stockings too) you muſt | 


fix your Imagination u on ſome other Object, and 
ought ſuſpend your feeling 
The Body is but. the Inſtrument of the Mind----and 


you may command an Inſtrument 


Lat. No, Sir, III have you to know, 11 580 my 
Carcaſs by mere dint of Eloquence. You. have no o- 


ther Orders? 
Y. Book. No; but may, Perſuaſion; Glace and Elo- 
cution hang on thy Lips—But. if you can come * 


Vicloria, ſhe and the Wine you ve. drank- will i in 7 5 


vou. Fare wel. [ Exit. 


Lat. This is the enchanted Caftle which che Lady- 
fair inhabits. Ha! Mr. Simon, Sir, I am your mot 


Tapes; een dear Friend — 


Enter Simon. 


Sum. Your SE good Sir, 11 my Lads is with 
Madam Victoria at Cards—She'll lye here to Ni ght 


But alls ruin d They are both huge angry with your 
Maſter, But: Lettice having taken a; Fancy to you, 
Mr. John, ſpoke up rarely, that ſne did indeed. | 


Lat. Can t one come to the Speech of her? 
Sim. I was: order'd to have a ſtrict; Eye to the 


| r, and let no Body in what- ever -I don 10 _ 
for going up, becauſe ſhe'll ſee I have made a Ca 
one of the fineſt Napkins, for which ſnhe ll bs: 4 


Plaguy Noiſe. 
Lat. Nay, nay, you ane ca of my -Mind, Love 


to avoid Anger. 


eee ile ut in Drink Us, Mr ne | 


— 


, 
\ | : 7 
\ % 


A” 


” -m 


Lat. I thank you, dear 122 My Malter bids me 
upon theſe Occaſions 

Sim: I beg your Pardon, good Mr. Jobn. 

Lat. Look you, I am a Servant as well as you, what 
do you mean, Mr. Simon? Come, come, Time's pre- 


cious----When your Lady's marry'd all theſe Vales will | 


end 
Sim, Nay, I ſaid behind your Back, Mr. John, that 
you were very well ſpoken.—Well---Put up briskly, 
II ſtand your Friend as much es one Servant can toano- 
ther, againſt all Maſters and Miſtreſſes what-ever.. 
Lat. Thanks, good Mr. Simon. Exeunt. 


SCENE opens and diſcovers Lettice rexlbing by a ſmall 
Candle, two large ones by her unlighted. 


Ae 2 moi Bg. dag - ane dase novlight . 


hs Candle, except Company's coming in—-and 1 
ſcaree can lee to-read-thi piteous Stor wy Well, in all 


theſe Diſtreſſes, and Misfortunes, the faithful Argalus, was 


renown'd all over the Plains of Arca —— Arca——-Arca- 


dia — for his loyal' and trus Affection to his charming 
Taramour, Parthenia=—Bleſlings on his Heart for it. 


there are no ſuch Suitors now-a-days — [Weeping ] | 


But I hope theyill come together again at the end of 
the Book and marry, and have ſcveral Children 
Oh! Bleſs. — A Man here! wy over the Legves]; 


The Gentleman's pretty Man — Aide. 


Euter Latine. 


11 wonder by what means, with that EN 
you could offer to come up Stairs; at this time th 


Night and my Lady in the next Room I proteſt 
Pil.cry our. , In a low Voice all. 


Lat. Dear Mrs. Lestice, my. Loye to you ¶ Aloud. 


922 Lei. 


Gives him Mony. 
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Ter. Hift- hit! Jam methinks; however, Watt to 


diſcover vo u, becauſe Servants muſt do as they” re bid 


for I know it was not to ſee me. but ſome Meſ- | 


ſage from your Maſter. you came about. 
Tat. I offer'd to bring a Letter from him, in Hides 
to fee you, 3 en TY not givè it at all, I don't care, 


Deareſt. I Kiſſes her Hund. 


Tel. Pho! pho? now you are rude, becauſe you 
| know. one dare not diſcover you-—You do what you 
Will. How he kiſſes one's Hand I warrant he has 
kiss d his Betters—-Fray, did you: never live in a La- 
d 7 Service: e 


Lat. No, nor d 1 nee 66 any of che Sex but your 


dear ſelf, Mrs. Lertice .I wou d be e [47 de, 
Im in a Rapture! in a Flame! 
Sen. within. "Who's there N vypice within, 
Ter. Hiſt! lift! cou'd you not hure forc'd a Kiſs 
2 y Madam -Madam ---Hold me faſt She 
Letter, my Ladys coming -I tell you, Sir, ſhe 
will receive no Meſſages at all Get you down Stairs, 
Þ wan 0 em n me faſter yet, ſhe loves your Ma- 


& 
# £\Dd A * Sou; A i — a H 2 0 T 4 
* 0 ETA. 2 3 7 * . 


VEEneer Penelope . 


a Win can this mean?-— What Fellow's' that 


has ſeiz d the Wench? 


Let. Madam, Waden, here's Mi Bookwit $ Foot- 


man drunk; and has directly ſtole up Stairs with ſome 


ill Deſign, 1 fear, on me But has a Letter from his 


Maſter to your Ladyſhip. 


Pen. call up the Servants ; Simon, William, Kate, 4; 
PU have the Raſcal well baſted for his Inſolence—- | 


Serv d juſt as his Maſter deſerves. © * 


Lat. kneeling. Let not thoſe Lips, more Kober: than | 
Labour of Hyblean Bees, utter a Sentence as if a Lybian 


Lioneſs on a Mountain gave thee dare and wi wert 


85 obdurate Off- pring of a Rock. 
Vet. 


[0 170 aide to Latine. 


Vid. Hyblenn ! Lybian ! Obdurate! Ridiculous —— 
The Fellow has got his Maſter's Cant; ha! ha! ha! 
Pen. I'll put him out of it, I'll warrant e 


„ 


— 


Enter Servants as Devens dee. ir 
1 Ch! for the force of Eloquence to allay amd 


reconcile the Paſſions of this angry Manſion-—-I had 


like to have ſaid plain Houſe, which had been againſt 


the Laws of nn in which 1 wou ou'd 1 pr ent 
. talk. 1 2 7 ; | 
Pen. Did you ever hear any thing like this Ha! | 


ha! 
Maid. 8 wall T beat Rim 6 {6k 
Lat. Ah! culinary Fair, compoſe thy Rage; - thou 


whoſe more skilfu Hand is ſtill employ'd in Offices 


e Lader Briendfip. EY 


FA 
a 


for the Support of Nature, deſcend not from thyſelf, 


thou bright Cook-maid--—There I ſunk- again! With 
heightned Guſts, and quickning Taſtes, by you, what 
wou'd be Labour elfe is made Deli 5 "Thou great 
Robuſt, let not thy Hand all red a t a Life it ra- 


ther ſhould preſerve. | 
Maid. Good: Madam, excuſe me: J can't 5 4 
him-—-I have Bowels for him.  [Weeping, 


Sim. I wiſh I had his Learning, Tl warrant he 
buys in every thing where-ever he lives— 

Lat. This, Madam, this faithful Paper tells you the. 

Pallions of the tendereſt Heart that ever bled for cru- 


el Maid — Oh Victoria! Did you but hear his Sighs, 


his reſtleſs Hours how often he repeats Victoria - : 


Let. Victoria l. Then I find this is none on't meant to 
my Lady -N. or to me neither The Maſter and Man 
are both Rogues. Ad.. 


Pen. Aren de⸗ your ſeaſonable pille now at Mid- 


night. 


Vid, He can't mean me To you he al along * . 


. dreſs d. 


reſt 3 1 cou'd adit . a LA lide. 
Pen. To ſnhew you I value neither Author nor Bear- 
er of it Kick the Fellow. down. .. - -- 
Lat. Nay, Madam, ſince matters muſt come to Bx 
tremities, ra rather have the Honour of your Lady- 
ſhp's Command, to be cudgeFd-by your 2 _ 
Ay. than have it from my eee 
ver in his Rage will ſtrike Stone- walls, an ——— ina- 
nimate, much more a poor live Footman. Therefore 
I muſt deliver my Meſſage II read it to you . 
dies, for I ſee 7ou are Friends. | 
Pen. Away with him. oy 
Lat. If the Sincerity of my Intentions 3 were Bot 1 
Let. Get out, e l. 7 his, 
Lat. Demauſtrable, in ſdizeof — Pant Tt 6 "ad 1 
3 Take that 
| t. Theſe Accidents, in which I 3 on involv'd, % = 
4 7 not dare to tell — how 2 Jays, Rapture, 5 
Exraſies, Miſeries, (Doubts, and Arie de e 0 
 - Breaſt devoted to pus. 4 
_ - Whither ſhall injur d Virtue Ay for-ſhelter, partes 1 
When Love and Honour ſuffer thus in me Cond nad 1 
6! 2 rage, call Elements about me, be c 
tar 
Muſt > be drub d With Broom-ſtaves ? [x. Lat, 
Pen. Come 4, my es rn Night is t 
6 cold. | lane. f: 
. al 
n 


- Enter Lovemore, 5 Frederick. . 
Love. lens hab a Night, chat L will fe Jon 
over the Garden to your Lodgings——. WES 
Field. That Compliment : wont paſs upon me. 
Vour Reaſon for ſauntring this wh is -thar * tis noa 
-Penelope's. _ 

Cove. I come for her fake! No; ; ſhou'd he. write 
I kneel to me, T.achink I ne er ' value her 


more. 


— 


* 


The | 
more. No Þll be no longer her Tool, her Jeſt; ſhe. 
ſhall not dally with a Paſſion ſhe deſerves not— 

Fred. Twere very well were this Reſolution in your 
power; but believe me, Friend, one Smile, one Glance 
that were but doubtful, whether fayourable, wou'd 
conquer all your Indipgnation. © 
Tou. Faith, I'm afraid what you ſay is true. 

Fred. Then ſtrive not to be rationally- mad, which: 
you attempt, if you think you can at once be at your 
own Command, and at another's . Wou d you be Ma- 
{ter of your ſelf, and have a Miſtreſs? _ 
Tove. But I can rebel againſt that Miſtreſs. 

Fred. Do if you can----Nay, Tm ſure tis in your 
Power, "becauſe to-Morrow Morning you are to fight 
a Rival for her;----becauſe tho you know ſhe lies back- 
wards, and you can't fo much as fee her Chamber- 
window, you muſt needs walk hither----Well, I proteſt- 
Pm of your Mind; there is, methinks, nowa particu- 
lar amiable Gloom about that Houſe-—-Tho' perhaps 
to ordinary Beholders it is exactly like the others. 

Love. You are very witty, I mult confeſs, at your 


x oy 


Friend's. Follies, Mr. Frederick. 
Fred. I wortt then any longer diſturb your Medita- 
tion, but een go home like a dull Rogue as J am, 
and without Love enough to any Woman, or Ha- 
tred enough to any Man to keep me awake fall 
faſt aſleep I was going to wiſh you Reſt, but you 
are above all that If it ſhou'd rain, Id adviſe you 
not to forget it does but go into the Piazza. Exit. 
Lov. Tis very well, Lam deſervedly laugh'd at 
But the Door opens. Boot wit s Footman ¶ Latine croſſes 
the Srage.] The Maſter I. ſuppoſe is there too: Ill Walch 
for Ris coming out The Morning approaches too 
flowly--—He Thall not ſleep to N ight, except it be for 
erer Oh Revenge! Oh Jealouſie -— 1 


D4 Enter 


7 | Tie Lying Lovers or,” 
Enter 1 nung Bookewit, with Bottle and cia, for raging. 


v. Book. Since the Day of poor Man, 
That little little $ 
Juho long it cant 1 
For the future, and paſt 1 
V. ſpent with Remorſe and Doiirs l 


mith ſuch a full Glaſs 
Let that of Life paſs, _ 
'Tis _ Up if Trouble, 
A Storm tho a Bubble, 
There's no Bliſs bur Forgetting your Care. 


I ns” what's become of poor Latine. 1 7 
be had a Bumper of this — |. [Drinks, 
Love. I have no Patience to obſerve his inſolent 


Jollity ; how e Joy ful. V Ws has 
made 1 Bookwit! _ 
T. Boot. Lovemare? 


Tove. What! Sir, are you . fs Thought 
of to-morrow Morning's Buſineſs, ,, with Midnight 


Riot? Or is it an Aſſignation keeps, you out. of Bed 
tas ate? ©. 

T. Book, An Hour or two till Morning is not much 
| In either of our Lives Therefore 1 muſt tell you 
now, Sir, I am ready for your Meſſage. + 

X 3 That conſcious Light, and Stars are Witneſſes 


T. Book. I want no Witneſſes—1 have a Swart a8 
you bid me meet you. [They draw aud fight 
Tove. You've 408 my Buſineſs Falls. 
I. Book. Then I've done what you: Le me. But 
this is no Place for me. 1 Exit. 


— 


Ente 


ta 


nc 
vc 


The Ladies Briendfips 2 <> 


) Hoey Conſtable and — 5 
. Where, where was this claſhing of Swords! 
ſo ho! ſo ho! you Sir, what are you dead, ſpeak» 
Friend, what are you afraid of? If you are dead, the 
Law 2 hold of ou. 

Mate your. * Mr. Conſtable, he ought 
by the Law to be carried to the Round-Houſe for be. 
ing dead at this time of Night. 

Cant. Then away with him you three And 
bu eee , me, to find out who kill d 
m. 5 1 


Ele Simon. 


Sim. | What's the matter, good Gentlemen, what * 
the matter? Oh me! Mr. Lovemore kill d! 
Oh me! My. at gives me that it muſt be about 
our young 

Watch. Does "ir ſo, Sir, then you muſt ſtay. with 
us. [Some hold Simon, whilſt others carry Lovemore off. | 

Sim. I ſtay with you! Oh gemini! Indeed I can't 
—— They can't be without me at our Houle. 

Watch, But they muſt, Le Hark e, Friend 
hope you'll be hang d. [Whiſpers him. 

Sim. I d! pray, Sir, take care of your words. 
Madam Penelope's, - our young — 8 Servant N 
take care what you tay. 


Enter Latine. 


Tat: Whither can this Bookwiz be gone 

Sim. Oh! Mr. Fohn, Mr. Harare is kill ju | 
now, fince you went out of our Houſe; and you. and 
your Maſter muſt have an hand int. | 

- oy: ; on} Lovemore kill d? eee Latine. : 


D 405 Enter 


Gi 


_ Enter Others —— 
* Book. —_ off, you Uirty Midnight Nase 
Sir, . running ſo faſt "A 
1 a Man kill'd in the Garden, and you're a fine 
Gentleman, and it muſt be Jou—for oed honeſt 
People only beat one another — 
Lat. Nay, nay, we are all in a fair way to be fine 
Gentlemen, Mr. Simon and all— 
Cont. Hands off Raſeals, you ſaid Juſt 10.0 
you know what a Conſtable is? 
T. Book. The greateſt Man in the Pariſh, when all 
the reſt are aſleep. 
Conſt." Come, come -I find they are deſperate 
Fellows, well to the Juſtice, and nme em im- 
mediately. TIl teach Raſcals to W 8 2 — 
aunt: a Petty-Conſtable F -e 


Eater Frederick, n we. 


0. Book. You well may be ſurpriz d at my waiting 


- Here for 15 our coming home But you'll pardon me, 


'Fince it is to eaſe me of an Anxiety | that keeps me 
ET halle wry ga r am capable of doing 


O. Book. You knew my Tom at Of and 1 
believe were not ſo hard a Student, but you made 
ſome Acquaintance in the Town Therefore, pray 
tell me- do you know Mr. Newtown there b 
Family, Deſcent and Fortune? ks 

"Bred. What Newtown? _ 5 

0. Book. III tell you, Sir, what FE oily Ne 
take moſt notice of old ones for—4 Token that you 
needs muſt know him by He is the Father of the 


5 e, your celebrated Beauty of that Town. 
— e Bred. 
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that's diſengenuous, to put his aged \ 
Shame. 


| Fad. T Mikes you, Sir, 1 never heard of the Father 
or Daughter, till this inftant-—therefore Tm conſi- 
dent there's no ſueh Beauty 

O. Book. Oh Sir, I know your drift —— ou're ten- 
der of informing me for my Son's ſake He told 
me all himſelf I know all the Progreſs of his Love 
with the young Lady Howy he was taken in the 
Night in her Bed-chamber by his Piſtol g going of 
the Family diſturbance that was rais d upon t, which L. 
he compos'd by marrying-—I know it 

Fred. Is Tom Bookwit then married at dr | 

O. Boot. He is indeed, Sir, therefore our Affairs are 


now ſo linked that will be an ill Office both to the 


Newtowns, and to us, to conceal any thing from me, 
that relates to them. 

Fred.” A Man cart be faid to conceal | what he does 
not know But it ſeems, it was Mr. ste gave 
you this Account himſelf----- 

O. Book. Ves, Sir, I told you, Sir, 1 had it from 


himſelf. 


Fred. Then Im hs where Was nothing let out, he 


never tells a Story by halyes —— 7 


©. Book. Why then you think my Son's 4 Lane." 's 
Fred. Oh fie, Sir, but he enlivens a mere Neri. 


on with N of Accidents——to be plain, his 
Diſcourſe gai 
' You could not, I believe, have married Son to 


im more Applauſe than Credit 
a leſs expenſive Lady in England, t han this Mrs. Ma- 


rila — Ill be fworn you'll avoid all the Charge of 
gay Dreſs, high Play, and ſtately n 
Undderſtand- -me; Sir? 


0. Book. I never could ſee any thing in my this 
ather to this 


Fred. Never fret or \grieve for t—He told Love- 


moro this 7 . ſuch a Relation of —5 2 


—— — 


„ 2 


Go The Ding Leier: Or, 


— 


4 Tilt upon his Hands, to-morrow Morning -—. 
therefore keep him at home Il to his Adverſary, 
ſo we'll convince him of a Fault which has ſo ill e 
not intended) Conſequences. 


O. Book. You'll W Fe ms, & Sir, Tu wk 
von no longer.. | Axon. | 


8 C E NE Newgate, Yet 1 Latine, Simon, 
. Storm, with the Crowd of Fal bod. ; 


Storm. 1 apprehend, Sir, ho Mr. Turnkey, the Gen- 
tleman there with a broken Noſe, that you re brought 
in for  Murther—— I honour you, Sir dont 
queſtion but twas done like a Gentleman — 

Y. Book. 1 hope it will appear ſo. 
Storm. I come, I fear Sir, to your Acguaintance 


with ſome Prejudice, becauſe you ſee me thus in 


Trons — but Affliction is the Portion of the Virtuous, 
and the: Gallant — - 
1. ror It does not depreſs, Sir, but manifeſt the 
Brave. | 

— Right, Sir, 1 find 1 you're Noble you may 
=> have heard of me my Name is Storm —— 
This Perſon, my Friend, who is -call'd Faggot, and 
my ſelf, being expos d by an ungrateful World, to feel 
its Cruelty, and Contempt of ragged Virtue — made 
e upon it—and 1 in open Day infeſted thei Het 
0 

T. Book. 'Your il Servant, 8 e do 
., conceive you your Spirits could not 3 to 
Barter on the Change, to 1 in Courts, to Lie, to 
- Flatter, or to creep for Bread Vou therefore choſe 
rather to prey like Lions, than betray like Crocadiles, or 
" fawn like aſs 6 took upon you to interrupt the 
commerce of à cheating World--——to n. the 
Uſurer of his Anxious Pelf and fave the thought- g 
kes haded boy, he traycll'd to undo--5--with LE 

uc 
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The Later Friends. ny 6x 
uch good Actions, by which means you two are In- 


famous, for what two Bong of you had been. Glo- 


rioùs. | 
Storms. Ri ght, S7 ſee you're knowing, Sir, and 


learned in Mn Tie Gentleman, Mr. Charcole the 
' Chymiſt, was our ſecret Corr hy and as we 


neyer roob'd a r Man ſo never cheated a 
Fool But ſtill impos d on your moſt ſprightly Wits 


and Genius Fellows of Fire, and Metal, whoſe 


uick Fancies, and Wiſhes, form'd Reaſons for 
eir undoing He is a Follawer of the great Rai- 


mundus Talis, the ublick think to frighten him in- 
to their own P 
ful World without the Secret — 


shut he'll leave che ungrate- 
Char. You know, Sir, he that firſt aſſerted the An- 


tipodes, dy d for that Knowledge; and I, Sir, hay | 
found out the Melioration of Metals, the —.— 55 
will needs call it Co:ning——and I am to be hang d 
for't, would you think it? 


3 When pray, Sir, 87 ou be immor- 
> 
Char. On Friday next Im m yery unhappy. « our 45 


quaintance is to be ſnort Im very ſorry your 


neſs is not over, Sir, that if it muſt I we A 7 
together. | 
Y. Book. I'm hi ghly obliged to you, Sir. 


Char. Yet let — ell you, Sir, becauſe by ſecret . 


Sympathy I'm P 1 ours I mult acquaint you, if you 
can — the 


alth ſhall be yours W each 


L. Book, Oh, Sir, a, THe berween ſuch old Ac- 


quaintance. 
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| your of an Opportunity and a. Crucj- 
ble. can ſhew Projection-—dire&tly Sol, Sir, Sol, 

Sir, more bright than that high Luminar the Latines 
calld ſo--—- 2 ell turn 
Bar about us into Golden Ingots Sir, can you lend 
me half a Crown? 


Sunn. Tod l be Indited, Sir, to duld 
-adviſe nen Indictment's NA one 
Thin 5 't cavil at falſe Latin; but if 
9 — 5 Ford" of aac; ae 

e and puzzle -es Oourt. 
T. Book. Sir, Pm obli⸗ 

Storm. 14che che World 40 fey, H cer dl fn f 
Thing. J lovemy Friend but here is always ſome 
Jietle Trifle given to Priſoners, they call Garniſh; we 
of the Road are àbove it, but -o'fother ſide ok the 
Houſe, filly Raſcals that came voluntarily hither—-. 
Such as afe in for Fpols, nd their own Mittimus, 

n heing bound for others, may OTE. want it: Pl 
be your faithful Almoner.  - 

. Book. O, by all means, Sir foes him Rony. 

Srorm. Pray „Hir, is that your Footman? 

T. Book. Het is my Friend, Sir. 

. — Look you, Sir, "the only time to ne *r 
of a Friend i. in Extremity ou think you 'cou'd 
mot thang him, and Five yo Fence ? 'Sir, my Service to 

Jou, your own Health. 

4 e 7. Gaßezin, yur Health. 

[Gives it ir whe ner Prifene 

2 2 N70. Captain, your Health. 

Storm. But perhaps the Captain likes Brandy better 
— 80 ho! Brandy eee But you dont 
aps like theſe ſtrong Liquors-—-Sider hol. Drink 
*46{him-in it Gentlemen all But Captain, I fee 
vu dont love Sider 1 and 1 will be for 
arets _ matry! I knew this would pleaſe 
i Drin zou. [Drinks again] Faith we'll make an 
we ore, m glad y MBE. 

Win. rm ſorry, pen Sr, to {te you impoſe 
upon a Gentleman, and put him to Charge in his 
Mis fortune If a petty 1 Fellow Bad done 
chis But one of the Road! 


Storm, 


ö 


„ 


0 e 


Storm. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I don't queſtion 
but the Gaptain underſtands there is a-Fee-to you for 


oing to che Keeper's ſide. Book. and Latine give 
| Zim Mony.] | Exeunt Turnkey, Simon following.] N = 5 
nay, you N ſtay Here. 


Sim. Why I am Simon, "Madam Penelope s Man. 
Storm. Ale Madam Penelope s Man muſt ſtrip for 


| Garniſh; indeed, Maſter Simon, you muſt, 


Sim. Thieves! Thieves! Thieves 

Storm. Thieves! Thieves! Why you ſenſe Dag, 
do you think there's Thieves in Newgate? wi 
him to the Tapchouſe. [Puſhes him off] Weill 
drink is Coat off. | Come, my little Chymiſt, thou 
ſnalt tranſmute this Jacket into Liquor, Liquor that 
will make us forget the a Oey 
is ours, let us be merry. | | 


For lindle Villains muſt ſubmit zo Bae, 
or great Ones 47 55 my the World in State. 
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* The Lying Lover: or, 


ACT V. SCENE * 


8 0 E N E, Newgave, : 125 


SCEN E gem 1 Bookwit as 4 c 
| afteep, Latine looking on him. | 


Lat. Ho quietly he reſts! Oh that I could, by 
watching him, h ile ow wards over wins: and 

feeling all his Care, ne | 

Oh r thou: ſweeteſt Gift of ya n to o Man, 

Still in-thy downy. Arms embrace my — 

Nor loſe Lids Hom his inexiſtent Trance 

To ſenſe of 3 and pain of Being; 

In thee Oppreſſors ſooth their angry Brow, 
In thee th Oppreſs d e Dee Pow” r, 
Bi. See e his 
e Wretch condemn'd is ual to « 

And the fad Lover to his 825 Fair; Judge, | 

Nay, all the ſhining Glories Men purſue, 

When thou art wanted, are but empty Noiſe; : 

Who then wou'd court the Pomp of guilty Power, 

When the Mind fickens at the wear Shes, | 

And flies to temporary Death for ] 5 

When half our Life's Ceſſation of our dene 

He wakes— wy , 

How do I at returning Life, 6 

Which I 607 hazard thouſand Lives to fave! 

T. Book. How heavily do 1 awake this Morning! 
Oh this ſenſeleſs drinking! To ſuffer a whole Week's . 
Pain for an Hour's Jollity——Methinks my Senſes are 
burning round me -I have but interrupted Hints 

of the laſt N ight--—Ha! in a Gaol; —Oh! 1 remem-. 
ber, Iremember; Oh Lovemore?- Lovemore! I remem- 
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5 | Lat. 
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The Ladies nnd 6 


Lat. vou muſt have Patience, ns bear it like a 


Man 
1 "Book, Oh! whither hall 1 t avoid my ſelf? 
Why all theſe Bars? Theſe bolted Iron Gates? 
They're needleſs to ſecure me-—Here, here s my 
Rack, | Js 
My Gaol, my Torture: 
Oh! I can't bear it I cannot bear the ruſhing. 
Of new Thoughts. 5 
fancy expands my Senſes to Diſtraction, 
And my Soul ſtretches to that boundleſs Space, 
To which I've ſent my wretched, wretched Friend. 


Oh! Latino! Latine! Is all our Mirth and Humour be. 


Come to this? 


Give me thy Boſom, cloſe in thy Boſora hide me 
From thy Eyes, I cannot bear their IE or Re- 


proach 
Lat. Dear Bookwit, how heartily I love 7001 
don t know what to fay--—But pray have Fati- 
en ee. 


7. Book. If you can't bear my Pain, that's but: com- 
municated by your bew. ſhall I my Proper: in- _ 


born Woe, my wounded Mind? 


Lat. In all Alſaults of Fortune that ou d "bay . h 


„nee 

Not in the Power of Accident or Channs-—- ; 

Y. Book, Words! Words! all that is but mere Talk; ; 
Perhaps indeed to undeſery'd Affliction 
| Reaſon and Argument may give Relief, 
| Or in the known Viciſſitudes of Life, cj 

We may feel Comfort by our Sel E-perſuaſion. | 
But oh! there is no talking away Guilt! 
This Divine Particle will ake for erer, 
There is no help but whence I dare not ask; 
When this material Organ's indiſpos d, 
lere can cool, and Anodines give be ref 

t * mix with this celeſtial Drop, 
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'66 We E ing REY Us, 
But Dev from that high Eeavn of which tis part. 
Lat. May that high Heavn compoſe your | Mind, 
And reconcile you to your ſelf. 
T. Book.” How can I hope it! 
NO —1 muſt deſcend from Man, 3 8 | 
Grovel on Earth, nor dare look up again! 
Oh Lovemore! Lovemore! where is fe now?" © 
Oh! thinking, 1 e didft thou not come: 
ſooner, - 
Or not now! 
My Thoughts 40 fo. nf me now. as my Folly, 
and Pleaſures did before this fatal Accident n 
cannot recollect whence Lovemore was provok'd to 
challenge me. 
Lat. You know, dear Bookwit, I fear d ſome III 
from à careleſs way of talking-—But, alas 1. dreamt 
not of ſo great 
T. Book. Ay there it was-IHe Was naturally a lit. 
tile jealous Bear ns! de Jay he was! I talk d to him 
of Ladies, Treats, and he might poſſibly believe twras 
where he had engagd-—-[: . — his ſeridus Bcha- 
* that R ee wor ani = 
mine! 
Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying: Foe 
That ſtill run'ſt on, nor wait'ſt Command of Reaſon, 
Oh! I cou'd-tear:theerfrom me | 
Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before che Adtion? 
T. Book. He wouw'd Have dont; but I, add with 
the Thoughts of Duelling preſs d on— 
Nee, for the empen Praiſe of Fools, T far un 
. 
Lat. You take it too elzoply—Xour Rauen we 
concern'd. 
T. Book. Honour! che horeid A ication-6f chat 
cred Word, to a Revenge | Prienthip, Law 
and Reaſon, is a 'damn'd laſt at of the damin'd en- 
| 16 * Foe of ATI, The routed Fiend RO 
| ie 


ae: 


1 


in Court? 


rere he is:? 


jected this but ſuice th 3 Gao, Law from 
Haan: came e — Forgive. [: 


© Buer Turn- key. | 
Turn, Gentlemim, Lcome to tell pennen ou have 
the Favour to be carried in Chairs to your een, | 
to-which you muſt go immediately. 
Lat. We are ready, Sir. 


_ Y.Beok.:How ſnall i bear che Bye-ſhot of of the Grow 
* E | 


-* c E N k. Frederick 2 


Enter Lovemore in 4 Serjeant” 5 Conn, and Frederick. 


Tove. Mankind is infinitely behelden to this noble 
Stiptick, that cou d 


ſuddenly: . tho' my Wound was very ſlight, I'm 
2 a the Effuſion of ſo much Blood 
Fred, Met after all, you have not tot enough to cool 


your Paſſion. Your Heart ſtill beats Penelope, Pene- 
lope — But. in: chis Diſgaiſe you ha rtunity for 


Obſervation; you'll ſee e you ought ſtill to va- 


lue her or not: Tm glad yon thought of being brought 


hither as ſoon as you came to Jour ſelf: oo apr 


Bookwit every Moment here —— 


| Enter Old. Bookwir. | 


0. Book. Oh! Mr. Prederich— Tod Jae: 
was our Care: They niet Hſt Nigh 
tal Act was aue Ap. excuſe, Sir, a Fathers 


Sorrow I can't Peak much, but you e f 


. d gen s Ufage i che 
Fred. Tou epend upon uou in the 
Proſecution; Fade nn Want to Penelope s wit this 


learned Gentleman, to know what ſhe can ſay to this 
n 


produce ſuch wonderful Effects ſo 


too late 
* ard then the fa- 


— 
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= Thi Lying, ers: * 


matter I defir'd you in the Note I ſent you to 
purchaſe the Fayour of your Son's being brought thi- 
ther, where he and you may be Witneſſes of what 
ſhall paſs—— I ek not his * nor dec "get 0 
a Juſtice to my deceas d Friend. 1 


2. Book. I believe my Son and "he reſt are going 5 
thither cer this; and I deſire this worthy Serjcant's 0 
Fayour and Advice fince we both mean the ſame 5 


thin only to act with ns. if his Life _ be 
lay! > os | 


Lat. 1 pl 2 what's Juſt to the Deceas d and the Sur 1 
viyor. 


r e 
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| | ©. Book. Foil feave you, 1 * will 5 care to. come i 
i | in juſt afore the Criminals arriye—- _ _ « [ Exit. 

| = Love. The poor old Gentleman—Prithee let's 89, % 

1 1 long to ſee my lovely Torment my MM 15 

| "= Fred. IIl but leave word Wn: ; [Exerat. Q 

| 's 0 E N E, 'Penelope's Lodging. 3 x 

Fl Enter Penelope and. Vigna. 8 


Pen. Ic Cm Simon lay. out all Night, om 27 
carried away by the Watch with ſome Gentlemen in a 
Quarrel. a; 

Vie. I fancy the Men who. are always for ſhewing 
uae Valour, are like the Women who are always 

of their Qualtity, becauſe they' re een pf 
8 int. 

Pen. Right for we are not apt to raiſe Ar 

ments, but about what, we think is craig "7; 
Viet, Ay, ay, they whoſe Honour is a ſore part, are 
more. fearful of being touch d, than they in whom 
tis only a tender onè. But tell me honeft! y, Pene- 
Pi ones. ORE: LS. be i in . Rencounter, 2 7 
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that for your fake, would. it have no ſee upon you 


in his Favour? 


Pen. I don't know how to anſwer you; but 1 find 


ſomethin ng in that Reflection, which acquaints me tis 


very hard for one to know one's own Heart. ¶ Sighs. 

Viet. However, let your Heart anſwer me one Queſti- 
on more, as well as it can. Does it love me as 
well as ever it did? 


Pen. Do's not, Madam, chat Queſtion proceed from 


a Change 1 in your own? ?; 

via. It does, Penelope, I own it docs 1 had a 
long conflict with my {elf on my Pillow, laſt Night. | 

Pen. What were Gn Thoughts there? 

Vid. That I ow d i it to our Friendſhip to acknow- 
ledge to you, that all the Pleaſure I once had in you, 


is vant iſbSd Ah Penelope! Im larry for every good 


Quality you have 


Pen. Since you are ſo frank 1 muſt confels to you 5 


ſomething very like this But however I envy d that 


rightly ingenuous native Beauty of yours; 1 {ce it 
now ſo much the figure of your Mind, that I can 


conquer, I think I can, a ee in my ſelf that 
oppoſes the Happineſs of d ſincere a F riend·ͤ—- 
vis. Explain your ſelf, my Dear. N 


Pen. III eountenande this Bookwit's ambiguous Fir 
Addrefſſes-—And if Lovemore can forgive * late 1 | 


- —— 


wn need ſay no more 
une Servant; 


Feen 
EA 


Serv. Mr. Frederick below deſires to 7 Ru on i fone ; | 


extraordinary Buſineſs. _ - 


Vie. I have not time, my deareſt Friend, to ap. | 
plaud or thank you. but muſt run in—He comes. 
from Love more. remember. LEA. 

Pen. Let him come up—Now: can't] for: my Eife 


det a little T . 
Ent er 


Al 


. 
. 
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"Os | The. Lim: Lover: : or, 
e eee esd. 


Pop. Good morrow, Sir, I believe I know: your 0. 
neg. you re officious for Your Friend-—But Lam 


deaf. 


Fred. I know you are, and have been, but 1 come 
only to do him a laſt Office-—He II trouble you no 


more, but I muſt conjure you to read this, and in- 
form this learned Gentleman what yo ae of this 
_ Misfortume. 

Pen. reading. Dum Cruelty provl'd. me to difre the 


Favou of dying by Mr, Bookivit's Hand, _ fence he had 


taken from ine tnore than Life; in robbing, me of _ 
arewel for ever I dire. Frederick, nor to 


"this. till Tam no more Writ in his Blood nth Till 


Jam no more! Lovemore. No more . Thou flalt 
not be no more—-Thou ſhalt live here for ever. 
Here, thou deareſt Paper, mingle with my, Life's 


Stream: Either the Paper bleeds anew, or my Eyes 
Blood--—-So let em do for ever —.-Oh, my 


Lovernbye! Did the Vanity of A prating Boy baniſh thy 
ſolid Services and manly Lr > 


- Fred: This is no Reparation to him for his loſt Life, 
nor me for my loſt Friend Vet When you pleaſe 
to receive em, I am oblig d to deliver” you ſome. Pa- 
pets, wherein he has Les vou all the Fortune he 

revoke it, ev n thus! yr dr 


could beftew ; nor wo 
as he was — 


Pen. Curſe on all Wealth. and Fortune! he, he is 


op who only deſery'd all, and whoſe Worth. Eno 


too late. 
* Oh Extalie! Why was I. angry . re- 


Tis dae not to. e um 
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g in 8 Sorrow, when. hers. to me is ſuch a 
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you ga” be: * your Life for ought . 
1t ſtake, for there is no ſuch thing as Acceſſaries in 


Murder 3, and it can be prov d, you knew: of 3 


mores threatning to fight -Bookwit— You muſt ei- 
ther take your Tryal your ſelf, or be Mr. Bookwit's 
Witneſs. 
Pen. I his Witneſs! —No,—-Tl. {rear any hing to 
him. 


* Ah! Madam, vou muſt conſider. your ſelf | 


howeyer----Pray, Sir, read her Indictment to her. 
Love. Reading. That on the ſaid third Day of. April, 


the 2 Penelope, of #he- Pariſh. of St. Martin's, in the 
Fields, Spinfter; without Fear before her Eyes, but bythe" 
Inigation of the Dewi, and. through an ig Pride of 


Heart, 
Pen. Tis too tru 


— 


In [Weeging. 
Love. Did contrive, abett, and. makes to-the Death 


F John Lovemore, Eſquire, of the Age of rwentyceight 


Years, or thereabouts. 


Fred; Ii can't hear ied him without 


Tears. He was the ſincereſt Friend. 
Love, I think I have ſeen ä Foe Ive 


heard, a Man of Honeſty, but of e diſa⸗ 


groeable F 
Pen out Sir; - re never fave: him, if you. think 


— 


His Perſon was as free as his Mind Was 2 * 
had he Imperfection, but his Love of mo. liabe. 
Love. L trembie, L ſhall "—_—_— her too much. 
Io Fred. 
Fred. You ſhan't diſcover your ſelf, you ſhall: go 
through her Soul, now tis moy'd on our ſide Win 
ter now; or de my Face no more Ell not have 
my Wine . ſpoikd every e with your Necitals of 
Love, and asking Advice, tho 2 never mean to take 


i, * a true Lover. 5 
Pen. 


gr 


n When dd that bet er Men exp, good 
. Frederick? ' © 
_ "Fred. This Morning: But ſhou'd 1-fp the man. 
ner. With a faint dying Voice he call d me to him 
1 I went in Tenderneſs to take my long Farewel — 
Hein heft Edort of Nature preſt me to his Breaſt 
1 And with the ſofteſt Accent ſigh'd in Death, Penelope, 
Pen. Oh the too generous Man! UngratefulI! Curſes WM 
= on him firſt flatter d with his Tongue, on ber F that ; 
WW firſt diſſembled in her Silence — 5 | 
1 What Miſeries have they entaild on Life, 
* To bring in Fraud, and Diffidence in Love! 
Simplicity's the Dreſs of honeſt Paſſion, | 
Then why our Arts, why to a Man enamour'd, 
That at her Feet efſuſes all his Sul, | 
Muſt Woman cold appear, falſe to her ſelf and him? I # 
Fred. Do you ſee there —You'd have ſpoke before 
the N that | [Aſede to Love. 
Pen. Oh!] cou'd I ſee him now to pres his livid Lips, 
And call him back to Life with my Complaints, 
His. Eyes wou d glare upon my Guilt wi Horror, 
That us d to glote and melt in Love before me-— — 
Let mine for ever then be ſhut to Joy, | Eo 
IJ To all that's bright, and valuable in Man! 
III to his facred Aſhes be a Wife, TE He 
And to his Memory devote my Life. | [Exit 
ms This is worth dying for indeed—-I1 follow i 
m 
Fred. No you ſpan't; let heb, = 8 her | 
ſelf eee her Bed, and hug, and call her Pillow. Love- MW 
; 2 Tis but what "or ve done a thouſand times 
tows F 


| Love. That's true too. | 
TH e Let her . on the Miſchief of her 
1 e She ſhall ament till her Glaſs is of our fide— 
III its pretty Nies be all blubber'd,: its Heart muſt 


SS s 


1 | © heave 


purpoſe. 


ſtill new? 


looks ſo languid and diſtreſs d, poor Lad: He has a 
his Mother's Soſtneſs, by nature of the ſovecteſt Di- 


what it is to be a Father To Fg gs 
5 lum; Lee T cn bare Fake uff | 


| The Lados Bowl 
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75 
before twill 


feel the Sorrow of 27 do t you know Pride, 
georn, AﬀeRation, and a whole Train of Ills muſt 


be ſob d away, before ; a great * 8 — ® 


Enter Servant. . 


Ms. F e 


Fred. Pray let mare come vp. ty , 5 i "ro 


Entey ol Bookwit. FA | o | 


Love. What's the matter? You ſcom more bf Mong 
pos d than you were at Mr. Frederick's ; 


0. Book. i Gr che Boy g coming... e he 


ſpoſition —— Qh ! Gentlemen you know 15 


8 him I thought I * * Patience * 


Enter 1 


| 4 There are ewo or three in Chairs defue Ad 


mittance by Appointment. 
0. Book. "Tis right, Sir: 


Enter Bookwit, Line and Gaoler. 


Ch, my dear Child, oh Tom! are all thy aged Fa- 
ther's Ho 9 that he can't ſee thee, 
his 7 Son, 
ther's happy that ar e d not to ſee this Day-—Is all the 


| eo anal 2 t ſhe gave = a — 


; ſomething 8. 


r Rk entree ——ͤ— 2 —EUEÜUEi[— —— 
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by a Gaoler ? — Thy Mo- 
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” The Thing Ch Or; 


| ſhe bequeath'd'thy Youth, thus anſwer d 88 ny 
fi 


Son! my Son! rife and ſupport thy Father! 1 
wich Tenderneſs, my Child, OO: to Py, Arins 

avhile thou art mine. 45 . 
T. Book, Oh beſt of Faber | 5 

Let me not ſee your Tears, don' t double my AfMigti 
ons by your Woe----' ': 

There's Conſolation. when a Fri end- laments us, but 
When a Parent grieves, the Anguiſh is too native, 
Too much our own to be called Pity. 

Oh! Sir, conſider, I was born to die 

Tis but expanding Thought, and Life is nothing; ; 

es and Generations pals away, | 

And with reſiſtleſs Force, like Waves o'er Waves, 
Roul down: th irrevocable-Stream of Ti me, | 
Into the inſatiate Ocean for ever . Thus we are gone. 
But the erronious Senſe of Man — tis the Lamented 
that's at reſt, but the Survivor mourn— 

All my Sorrows vaniſh with that Thought, 

But Heav'n grant m aged Father Patience. 

0. Book. Oh Child! Turning aue 

T. Book. Do not torment your fa, you ſhall we 
whale not to grieve—- - 

What if they do upbraid you u with y Death 

Conſider, Sir, in Death that our Relation ceaſes, 

Nor ſhall I want your Care, or know your Grief: 
It' matters not whether by Law, or Nature, tis I die. 
What, won't my Father ler me plead to him? 
Don't turn from me--- : 

Yet don't look at me with your Soul > fall. | 

O. Book. Oh my Child, my Child 1 cou'd hear 
thee ever. 
Nuwas that I lord thee, 3 I 3 away, 

To hear my Son perſuade me to reſign him. 

I can't, I can't. The Grief is inſupportable. 
F. Book, You make a Coward of me mo your 
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le. 
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The Ladies. Eten hip: = - 
I grow an 1 nfant, ſcarce can weep with Silence, 
Let me Keep ſome Decency in my Diſtreſs. 


0. Book. If we * be apart | . 
¶ Loobiug at the onder - 
But that's too mych to hype, | 


Goal, I”, ho, we l leaye you to your ſelves. . .. - 
1 n 


0. Book. 1 have too much upon me, Child, to 
ſpeak--— | 
Ad indeed, have nothing to fay, but to 2 my Eyes 5 
upon thee, e er we part for ever, if Tears wauld let 
me. When you have ſlept in our Cradle, I have | 
wak'd for you and was it to t end Oh Child! 


you ve broke your Father's Heart. — 
Y. Book. Good Heav'n forbid iet him and 
protect hi m. Ss 


He faints, he's cold, he's gone EKoruing to him. 
He's gone, and with his laſt Breath call'd me Parricide, 
You've broke your Father's Heart! Oh Killing. Sound! 
I'm all Contagion, to pity me is Death. ., + | 
My Griefs to all are mortal but my: ſelf. 
You've broke your Father's Heart! If I did io, 
Why thus ſerene in Death, thou ſmiling Clay, 
Why that calm Aſpect to thy Murderer? 
Oh big unutterable — — Heav'n, 
I don't deſerve this Eaſe of Tears to melt, 
With Penitence — Oh ſweet, ſweet Remorſe, 
Now all my Powers give wa b, 
To my juſt Sorrow, por the beſt of Fathers. Lag | - 
Thou yenerable Fountain of my Life, C 
Why don't Lalſo die derix d from thee? 
Sure you are not gone Js the Way out of Life; f 
thus Kalle, which, You: ſo much fear'd in me? 

.. * . [Takes him by the Hand; 
Why lay 1 * But 1 deſerve to ſtay, 4 1 
To feel the quick Remembrance of my Follies. ; | 
Yet if-my Sighs, my Tears, * Anguiſh canattone—— | 
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but fs proved 


Odultl couch a Breaſt loaded with 
But all my Mind Derr d with 1 


16  2h6 Dying Lover Or, 
Re-enter | Frederick, Lovemore, Latine, Jp, View. 
enclope. 


ria and P 


Mu. What is the Matter? What 1 
T. Book. Behold this Sight, Tam theguilty Wretch-—. 
Fred. Keep afide a little, Sir, he only ſwoons- I 
I think he breaths——yes he returns----you mult 
ompeſe your ſelf. 
Lat. Poor Bookwit, how utterly he ſeems a. 


bels. 
© ©. Book: [will be ane to kern, and 


E 
pray 2 


Heu. Tou, Ss, his Favourite Servant; p 
honeſtly the Truth of what yd know; to 
ed Gent | wins is Connell in this Cale. 

T. Book. Sir, he is not-— 

"Love. Pray Sir, give the Servant ave firſt. 

Tat. Know then, I am not what I ſrem, at's 
Gentleman of a plentiful Fortune. I am thus dreſod 
to carry on ſuch gay Purſuits as ſhould, offer in this 


this learn- 


' Town-—Not te detain you, Mr. Bookwir ſent me late 
laſt Night, with a Letter to one of theſe Ladies 


coming from thence, as I croſs d, I aw Lowemore in 


the Garden, he ftop'd me, and after fome ſtions 


conc my Meſſage to this Houſe, to which he 
did not like 27 Anfwers, he ſtruck me, we fought 
1 es her he upon the Spot, of which this Gen- 


tleman is 7 
ee e 


more: 


Lat. "Twas this unhappy Hand gave him his Death, 


T. Book, Who could believe that an y pls 
e mine? 


Of th ous Friendſhip What then 
Conti aol ty nog Phd up 6 Ber 
1 


Paſſion 
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with Felons, 26 ou — Friend? 

How: ſhall I chide, or praiſe thy brave Impoſtare? 

Ah! Sir! believe him not——He- cannot bear the 

of me whom be o'er-yales, therefore with deten | 

Gallantry he offers a Benefit which twere the meaneſt- 

Baſeneſs to receive. ; 

Byt Death's more welcome than a Life fo purchar'd. f 
L. Me all know you can talk, and gild — 

you pleaſe, but the Lady's Servant knows I w | 
near the Body, when you-—- _ 1 
Y. Book. Sir, do but hear me---» 1—— Lat. 
2 mu nas convince. _ Book. 


Leue Tet can hold out no deager ene all 
lives Yadove your noble Friendſhip, and begs t — 
in t. Be not amaz d! but let me E | 
who- in an Age n as this, 


ſcendent Virtue----- 


on 3 Lovemore ! Howe gal 1 
m at Recovery-— | 

aal —. the 5 extatick Pianſune 

What help h4s Human Nature from its Sorrows, 

When our Relief it felf is ſuch a Burthen. 

O. Book.” Oh, the beſt Burthen upon Earth! 1 beg 
your Pardon, Sir---I never was ſo taken with a Man 
in my Life at firſt Sight. els Let me be 
known to you too. [To Lat. 

Lat. Sir, you do me Honour—-- 

O0. Beck. But you, Ladies, are the felt Cauſe of the 
many Errors wr haue been in, and you only can ex- 
tricate us with Satisfaction Such is the Force of 
Beauty The Waunds the Sword gave this Gentle- 
man weve ſlight, but you ve transfix d a vital and a 
noble Part, his Heart Had I known his Pretences, 
1 bad not interpos'd for my Son 

* Fred. 


— 


* 
78. 2 


Fred. Come, Madam, e e the ee 
on, Eovemore; o my Conſcience the Man's afraid; 
Impudence to be alive: again. Vou ſee him Daw; 


Madam, now you may preſs nie ein Tapes! anda | 


him back to Life with yaur Complaints. 

Love. I ſtand, heres. upon the Brink of Fate, 
In an ambiguous Interval of Life, and doubt t accept 
of Being, till R {mile. In every hurhan n 
beſides 
I am ſuperior, "and can * or leave, 

But in minuteſt things that touch my "Ig "Bas 
By Boſom's ſeiz d with Anguiſh, or with Fangen 

Pen. You've-ſhewn your Paſſion to me ſuch 
Honour, that if I am confus d, I know I ſhould not 
be, to ſay J approve it. For I know no Rules ſhoud 
make me inſenſible of generous e e Perſon 
and my Mind are yours for ever. 

Love. Then Doubts, and F ears, and anxious Care 
. | 
All ye black. Thoughts that did corrode my Breaſt; 
Here enter Faith, and Confidence; and Love! 
Love that can't live with Jealouſie, but dwells 
With ſacred Marriage, Truth, and mutual Honour. 
I knew not where you wou d beſtow your Vows, 
But never doubted of your Faith when dnp Hl © 

Cops [Kiſſing her Hand. 

0. "Noah. 1 You ſee, my Son, how. Co cy 8 re- 
warded. . 
You have from Nature every Quality, 5 
To make you well become what Forvans gave you; : 
But neither Wit or Beauty, Wealth or ee | 
_ Imphiewy deſerve the World's Eſteem, - 

They're only in their Application, Goods---- . 
"How: cou d you fight a Man you knew not why, 
Ten dent wink a tis er, ute & to Dae 
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V., Ladies Friend 
'Tis that a Man isjuſt 7 pr bold. 
bo you've err a - 
give 2 85 e 
when oe 1s doe deere ins DV 
*m. 

Pen. Well, Vicloria, you ke. 
aft in Choice of Lovemore. 
Viet. I congratulate your of the other. 
Pen. I heartily believe you, my. dear Friend. | 
O. Book. But we beſt guide our Actions by hopes 
of Reward. Cou'd but my Son have ſuch a glori- 
ous Proſpect as this Fair One, [Io Victoria.] I 
doubt not bat his future Carriage would deſerve 


2 betete I may ſafely promiſe to approve of 


all the Truth he'tells me. 


. Book. You've promis d then to like all I ſhall 
ſay. 

0. Book. Theſe unexpected good Events deſerye our 
Celebration with ſome Mirth and Fiddles. _ _ 

Fred. I foreſaw this happy Turn, therefore re 
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chriſtal Flvods, and ſha Bow re, 5 

Ne more fel len fe. 
The flowing Wave, rig rn, 


Om only 40 their preſens Que / 
IC Vage e A 


United Air, and . 
of tender Note, and tuneful String, 
All your Arts devoted are | 
| To move the Innocent aud Fair: - 
While\they receive the pleaſing Wound, 
' Eccho repeats the dying Sound. 
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7. Book. Since ſuch deſery'd Misfortunes "x muſt 
Who with gay Falſhoods entertain the Fair; 
Let all with ** juſt Maxim guide their Youth, _ 

| Tore | is no e Love but Truth, [Exeum. 5 
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Above the little Praiſe, Mirth to excite, 
And choſe with Pity to chaſtiſe Delight. 
Fir Langhter's à diſtorted Paſſion, born 
Of ſudden Self-Eſteem, and ſudden Scorn ; 
Which, when tis o'er, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, 


UR too 3 rous . ſoar d fo a 55 


Both him that mod d it, and themſelves, e 8 


While gem rous Pity of a painted Woe 


Makes us dur ſelves both- more approve, and know. 


What is that Touch within, which Nature gave 

For Man to Man, e'er Fortune made a Slave? 

Sure it deſcends frow that dread Power alone, -1 

Who levels Thunder from his awful Throne, 

And ſhakes both W bears the 
Wretched groan. 

'Tis what the antient Sage could neer PR 


Wonder d----and call'd, part human, part divine: 
Tis that pure Joy, which guardian Angels know, 


V hen timely they aſſiſt their Care below, 
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Which gives her glorious Cauſe ſuch high Succeſs, 
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B OO KS Printed for Bernard Lintott. 


| A Dialogue between Timothy and Philatheus, in 


which the Principles and Projects of a late whim- 


fical Book, entituled, The Rights of the Chriſtian 
Church, &c. are fairly ſtated and anſwer'd in their 


kind; and ſome Attempts made towards the Diſco- 


very of a new Way of Reaſoning, entirely unknown 
both to the Ancients and Moderns. Written by a 


' 


Lay-Man. Vol. I. 


The Second Volume of a Dialogue between mo- 


thy and Philatheus, containing a compleat Anſwer to 


the remaining Chapters, of the Rights of the Chriſtian - 


Church. In this Volume the Doctrine of Paſſive- 
Obedience and Non-Reliſtance is impartially ſtated, 
and prov'd from Reaſon, Antiquity and Scripture; 
the Revolution juſtified, and reconciled with that 
Principle; the Republican Scheme Hiſtorically traced 
from its Original, and throughly examin' d and con- 
futed; the Rights Account of Epiſcopacy, of Univer- 
ity Learning, of the Toleration, of Parties, of Mora- 


lity, Occaſional Conformity, Ordination, with all his 
other material Objections to the Civil and Eccleſia- : 


ſtical Conſtitution, are fairly ſtated and reply d to. 
The Third and Laft Volume of a Dialogue be- 

tween Timothy and Philatheus, in which the remain- 

ing Parts of The Rights of the Chriſtian” Church ate 


fairly ſtated, and fully anſwered. * A true Account is 


given of the Conſtitution of the Engliſh Church, and 
its Agreement with the State. The Reformation vin- 


dicated. - The Parity of Church-Orders difprov'd from 
Antiquity. The Dignity of Biſhops ſtated and aſſer- 


ted. e Royal Supremacy in Matters Eccleſiaſtical 


adjuſted, and made agrecable to the Den of Chri- 
1 compared 


ſtianity. The Conſtitution of our Chur 
with the Primitive, and confirm d by our Laws. An 


account of the Abolition of Epiſcopacy in 42. * 


. r 


Bois Frinted for B. Lintott. 
18 1 "LY he Arguments of.the Preface to the Rights : are 
duced and examin d. ont FA of Reaſoning en pe 
quired inte, and adjufted by the ſeyeral Rules o ts 
and Grammar. His Terms ez d. A juſt Re. 
gard paid to his A and Beauties. Inftance; 
Siven of his miſq quoting the Bible, . the Fathers, the 
Church-Hiftorians, the Claſſical and Modern * — 
Councils, Foreign ; Authors, and even thoſe that are Hy 
_ Ferodox and Heretical. To which are added, 
I. A Letter from Mr. Slirſleeves to Mr. Ti 
| Anfver to the Firſt Defence of the Rights, occ or 
by Dr. Vs Viſitation-Sermon. 2. The Trial of the 
Rights, with the Indi&ment and Pleadings; dedicated to 
the Lord S. in Anſwer to-the Second Defence of the 
Rights, 3. AVindication of Dr. V. Tind ——, in An- 
ſwer to the Miſrepreſentations of the Author of the 
Rights. 4. The Country Parſons Anfwer to the Coun- 
try Attorney, 5. The Judgment and Opinion of Hugo 
Grotius, concerning the Princi 5 55 of the Rights. 6. Some 
Account of Mr. Hales of Eaton, in aniwer to * 
Tracts quoted by the Defender of the Rights. Ti 
mothei ad Fohamem Clericum Epiſtola; in qua fads 
um ejus & Encomia, ſuper Libello infami, qui Titu- 
lus ( The Rights of the Chriſtian Chutch) nuperrime pro 
lata, ſeriò refellentur. Price 166. 
An Eſſay on the Nature, Extent and Authority of 
Private Fudgment in Matters of Religion. Pr. 3. 64. 
| Monhieur Bayles Hiſtorical and Critical Dictionary, 
+4 Vol. Price 51. 106. Fol. : 
Mr. Hooker's Eccleſiaſtical Polity, Price TX Fol. 
Kees Baſneage's ey of he Jems to 1700. Price» 
1. . Fol. 
Debates, Reports, Orders, wad Reſolutions of the 
| Houſe of Commons, touching the Right of Electing 
Members. Price 12 s. Fol. 
The Reports and Arguments of the Learned Judge 
2 y_ Trice „„ 
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B 0 O K S lately Nola and Sola „ 
Owen Lloyd. 


G taker s Plays, 6 Volumes. 
Beaumont and Fletcher's Plays, 7 Volumes. 
* Milton's Paradiſe Loft, 12.10, 
3 Prior Poems, I2mo. 
Denham's Poems. 
Etheridge's Works. 
Mallers Poems. 1 „ 
Phillips Poems. | | 2 
55 Suckling s e. . | 
Congreve's Works, 3 Volumes, 8vo. 
Plutarch's Lives and Morals. | 
Hudibras, Iz mo. | we 
Devil on two Sticks. 
Colliers Antoninus. 
— Eſſays. 
LEſtranges Foſephus, 3 Vols. 
Eſop, 2 Volumes. | FI: > : 
Lock's Works. | 
Sir William Temple's Works. 7 
1 Montaigne s Eſſays, 3 Volumes. . | 
ſk  _ Biſhop Tillotſons Works. | : 
Lord Clarendon's er, 6 Volumes, 1 
| Frarquar s Plays. 75 | 
Wi Steele s Chriſtian Hero. i „ 
Dr. Stanhope's Works. | | 
The Tatlers in 4 Volumes, 12 mo. 
Chaucer's Works. 
Biſhop Patrick's Works. 
Chamberlain's State of Great Britain. „ 
Garth's Diſpenſary. EE 
- Ovid's Art of i Mr. Dy yen. 
Cowley's Works, 2 e ee vo. FR 
Lord Rocheſters Works. 
And all Sorts 'of Law Books, Plays, Pamphlets, Ce 
which daily come out. - 
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